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PF The Diversions of al 
| Royal Degenerate 


MATRICIDE— FRATRICIDE— UXORCIDE— 
INCENDIARY—MOUNTEBANK—BUFFOON! 


To fittingly describe this monster in human form would exhaust 
the vocabulary of crime. Yet he was absolute monarch of nearly 
half the world. 





Like the Hohenzollern who set the world on fire, and system- 
atically plotted the destruction of civilization, he imagined 
himself to excel in every human art and attainment. 


He ran the gamut of every crime and vice, making the Roman 
Kmpire minister to his atrocities, and cheating Vengeance at the © 
end, died lamenting that so splendid a genius should have to pass © 
away. 


In him Nature seems to have done her worst, and conspired with 
Fate to place her product on an eminence so exa!ted that all men 
might see how great a monster she was capable of engendering 
a sinister warning to the slavish followers of imperialism. 


so pregnant with lessons for the pres- 
16 


Read the story of his life 
ent—only one of many marvelous and true stories told in the 
volumes of the Immortal Edition of 
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| Famous Characters of History | 


Large, Clear Type —Extra Heavy Paper — Rich Cloth Binding 
16 Volumes—-Each Volume 8 x §'; Inches 
48 Full- Page Illustrations in Sepia 


NERO AT THE BURNING OF ROME 
4800 Pages 





Remarkable Characters All 


JULIUS CAESAR 
uler, statesman, warrior, jurist, writer, orator 
wit most versatile of men; no career is so worthy 


of careful study, or will be found of more intense 
and fascinating interest 
QUEEN ELIZABETH 
rhe woman who made England 
Seas and in so doing saved the 
Prussian military autocracy 
ALFRED THE GREAT 
One of the noblest names in all history, whose 
figure Jooms through the mist of ten centuries at 
the very beginning of the world-encircling history 
of the 
HENRY Iv 
No romance is so wild « 
ar 8. the pe r.od of the 
oth Centr 
ALEXANDER THE GREAT 
Second only to Caesar as a 
the world’s prodigies 
CLEOPATRA 
A roy: al Vawpire; cursed with a beauty that was 
the un oi ne < of herself and all with whom she -ame 
in conta 
PETER THE GREAT 
Greatest of the Czars; 
needed in Russia to-day 
MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
\ romantic figure whose AFFAIRES d'AMOUR 
kept her subjects and half the courts of E urope in 
hot water 
WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR 
Founder of the British Empire; the 
made a dream come true 
.°] 


*Mistress of the 
world from a 
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Anglo-Saxon race 


s the veritable history of his 
terrible religious wars of the 


colossal genius; one of 


the type of man inost 
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- royal degenerate; a startling illustration of the 


fluence of heredity on character 
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MARIE ANTOINETT Fict er lags after Truth. that the wildest imaginings of the 
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Tue Prospective BripEGRooM WAITED UNTIL THE YOUNG FEMALE PERSONS OF THE TRIBE WANDERED 
Orr To Pick Orcuips or A New Suit or SUNBURN 


How Did You Get YoursP 


A Little Illumination on the Subject of Matrimony 


By CampsBett MacCutiocu 


Illustrated by BERNARD WESTMACOTT 


London, April 6—At St. George’s Chapel today Mrs. Larrimore Evelyn 
de Peyster was married to Captain the Honorable Percival Horatio Marjori- 
banks Norfolk Howard. Captain Norfolk Howard was wounded eleven 
times at Cambrai. 

HE red-necked ruffian who runs the Mother’s 
Advice department in the Daily Unamerican 
wadded up the newspaper and tossed it out 
of the car window. 
“Tt’s only about ten years since de 
Peyster wasted two years and three million dollars of 
that baking soda money of his pa’s trying to win 
enough automobile races so that that woman 
would marry him. Now the poor gink has got 
to get himself all shot up for the same reason. 
Say! Who started this marriage busi- 
ness, anyway?” 
Bring on your croix de guerre, mes en- 


this almost universal deficiency in in- 
formation. True, I can’t tell you who 
started it, but I can give you an 
illuminated slant on how it got going 
and developed into the greatest busi- 
ness enterprise the world has ever 
known 

“ Attendez, Gaspard! See that le chute 
into a Pepreuc de bombe is abundantly 
gratsseux!” 

To begin with, every man is at heart a 





polygamist and he shies at the thought of I cee 
. - . . . . . é # . *- ae o- 

being cinched into a single matrimonial fowarp was Wounpep ELEVEN 

Times aT CAMBRAI 


harness for life. I don’t care two cents 





whether he has led a life that would make the remaining 
eleven Apostles’ career resemble the spring tour of a 
college glee club, away down in his heart he’s secretly 
resentful that matrimony is what it is. You get him off 
into the solely male precincts of—wherever you like if 
it’s a prohibition state—insert the crowbar of inquiry, 
and you'll tap a well of hurt wonderment as to who 
began this marriage game, and why? 

Deep, down in his subliminal self the average man 
has remnants of the times of long ago when primordial 
society was organized along more simple lines than it is 
today; when man entered upon matrimony with almost 
as many utensils as he started fishing with, and about 
the same enthusiasm. I.know that it 
is ninety-nine and nine-tenths dormant, 
but it’s there, and you'll have to elimi- 
nate flesh and blood before you get 
rid of it. 

In those arboreal days when a gentle- 
man reached the age where he seemed to 
require someone to sit up nights for him, 
he entered on the business of wife-getting 
more primitively than he does now. He 
yawned, stretched himself, reached into 
the cave corner for his Sunday niblick 
and moved off into the brush in the 
general direction of the nearest tribal 
community. Even in those days, wholly 
apart from the simple ethics involved, it 
was not considered wise to deprive your 
next tree neighbor of his helpmeet. 











The prospective bridegroom usuall) 
waited until the young female persons of 
the tribe wandered off to pick orchids or a 
new suit of sunburn; then he separated 
one from the herd, ran her into a ravine 
and dropped the heavy end of his bat 
upon her occiput. The affair was 
burdened by no formalities. If the 
lady’s skull withstood the wallop the 
new husband took it as an assurance 
that she was physically suited to his 





needs. 

Presuming that all went well the happ\ 
bridegroom picked up the maiden of his 
choice, slung her over his left shoulde: Yor 


When she regained consciousness she a Lettie 


found herself anchored by one foot to a 

rock in a strange cave, or wedged into the fork 
of an equally strange tree, and while she was 
probably hazy over what happened during the period 
of her hiatus, it is unlikely that she spent much time in 
repining. Later her new husband came home, poked 
her in the ribs with his club, presented her with a 
new raw rabbit, and—the family life began with no 
more ado. The courtship was simple, the bride’s 
trousseau the lump on her head. 

It will be observed that Jeffersonian simplicity was 
so greatly to the fore that it had Jetferson whipped by 
several zons. Divorce, it may be interjected, was 
obtained with even greater celerity and simplicity. It 
required no evidence, no courts and resulted in no 
alimony. Why no alimony, madam? Because even in 
those days, a defunct spouse had little use for a weekly 
stipend of cocoanuts or an hebdomedal toll of wild hog. 
You will observe that the ceremonies of marriage and 





1 i | he « circui é Hikep Ur to THe TeMPLi 
and returned home Dy a circuitous route. \xp SLIPPED A CERTAIN PARTY 





divorce take longer nowadays, but the 
manner of it hasn’t changed much in the 
essentials. Ask the latest victim of 
divorce if she would not as soon have 
tried the club method. 

The world has been fed with the idea 
that marriage is a heaven-sent plan, all 
complete with working drawings and 
ground plans and specifications figured 
out to a divine scale. At the risk of stick- 
ing a wrench into the gearbox of other 
good folks’ beliefs, I insist it isn’t any- 
thing of the kind. It’s a human develop- 
ment; it began with marriage by capture 

the first stage. And that persisted for I 
don’t know how many years until it took 
Rou a new turn that continues to the present 

hour; a turn that was essentially com- 
mercial, otherwise, marriage by purchase. Conquest by 
club had to give way to conquest by cash. 

However. The bridegroom of this second period 
went forth with his primitive check-book, and either 
dickered the bride’s father to a standstill, or else settled 
on the original demand—thirty days cash, or sight 
draft with bill of lading. Thus the bridegroom got a 
property right in his wife, and that right persists to 
this day. Nonsense? All right, you start out on a 
flirtation with the handsome wife of some poor but 
honorable party and watch him institute a suit for 
damages against you for depriving him of his wife. Not 
a blamed thing but cash will soothe his lacerated feel- 
ings, he is that high-minded about it. 

The next stage was an extension of the second. It 
was polygamy, based upon the economic method; a 
man had a right to expend his cash anyway he saw fit. 
When man came down from the tree he began mer- 
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“I’ve Pickep Up a Coupe or Gatuic Peacues; Part oF a CoNSIGNMENT THAT GoT IN 
ON THE Tyre LineR THIS MoRNING” 
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chandizing, and accumulations of 
property resulted in polygamy. Of 
course there never could have been 
any such proposition except on the 
basis of male superiority, an illusion 
of the simplest kind. Man beat 
woman to the club and. managed to 
keep controlof it. So, with prosper- 
ity came another wife or two. Now 
as an example there is Pittsburg— 
but perhaps such comparisons are in 
poor taste. 

Just here, too, we need to digress 
to show that all this suffrage talk is 
nothing new. About the time that 
polygamy put in an appearance its 
feminine opposite also put in a bid 
for seven column headlines. It was 
a militant protest against masculine 
aggression and was called polyan- 
dry. Some husky ladies with the 
courage of their convictions rounded 
up a collection or two of husbands 
and the idea spread rapidly in 
several directions. Whether these 
husbands stayed home to knit while 
their bosses went off to the front 
cannot be told now, but the fact is 
that Mary had the vote and didn’t 
succeed in keeping it. My personal 
belief is that Mary sold her fran- 
chise for a new spring outfit from 
some smart Ninevahnian couturier. 

Polygamy persisted in more or 
less civilized circles and as the 
recherché thing until the advance 
guard of the efficiency engineer put 
in an appearance, along about the 
time that Isaiah, or Ezekiel, or 
Jeremiah got to criticizing the coarse 
work of the vested interests of 
those times. We've got to remem- 
ber that the king business was on a 
much firmer basis than it is now, 
and a good, honest, hardworking, 
union king could make pretty much any sort of a law 
he liked if he had any standing in the community. The 
way it happened was that one of these kings, looking 
over the monthly harem reports, caught sight of old 
Highcostofliving loafing on the palace door-step and 
got a real shock. He made up his mind then and there 
to a readjustment, and when he left the harem with the 
one wife he had selected from the assortment, and had 
procured a piece of beefsteak for his eye, he went away 
and made a law. Now according to the archeological 
sharps, lawmaking was quite simple in those dear dead 
days. The king just carved a soft brick with some 
laundry marks and heaved it out of the palace window; 
and compound connubiality got a setback that it didn’t 
recover from until a party by the name of Joe Smith 
went out in a secluded western valley and revived the 
old industry. When they wanted that king for official 
business for months after he jammed that law through, 
it is even betting they had to dig him out of his private 
cyclone cellar; you can’t juggle with a great interest 
with impunity. 



























































Drawn by Waiter De Maris 


“How do ye say ‘kiss’ in French, Bill?” 
“T ain’t never bothered much about sayin’ it, Ed.” 


You see the commercial angle was mighty impor- 
tant. ‘“‘Show me a man’s wives and I'll size up his 
bankroll for you,” was the snappy epigram then. No- 
body bothered about corner lots or a box at the opera, 
or such trifles. How many wives had he and did he 
keep them in the style to which they were accustomed? 
Wives ranked with rare postage stamps; a fellow 
collected them as he did old china. When he had a nice 
aggregation he built a private establishment for them. 
It was the cachet of affluence, and worked out some- 
thing like this: 

Isaachar Pithromraph meets Semleh J. Rehoboth 
down on the Sidonese White Way—before the fuel ad- 
ministrator put the mazdian lid on, and halts him. 

“Doing anything tonight?” he inquires. 

“Not a little thing,” replies Sem. 

“Drift over to the shack about eight. I’ve picked 
up a couple of Gallic peaches; part of a consignment 
that got in on the Tyre liner this morning. I got a wire- 
less from the purser. That fits me out with one hun- 
dred and twenty-seven.” 
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Drawn by Lance CampBeELt 


Monk—Great guns! What’s the matter? 


Next week the Wall street edition of the Daily 
Sidonian announces that it is reported that Brother 
Pithromraph is to head the new Manna Trust. 
days a man could have al! the wives he could afford. 

it was along about the first century that matrimonial 


multiplicity got its first hard jolt. 
There had been a lot of adverse 
discussion about the malefactors 
of great wealth who were snapping 
up the available supply of wives, 
and certain efforts to curb the plu- 
tocratic tendencies in this direc- 
tion, but they had never amounted 
to much. The church and the law 
in the early days were pretty well 
mingled together. If you wanted 
to transfer a corner lot you got a 
priest to juggle the deeds; if you 
wanted to marry, the priest looked 
after the legal details; and if you 
wanted to get a preliminary report 
of the coming decision of the then 
Supreme Court, you hiked up to 
the temple and either listened at 
the keyhole or slipped a Certain 
Party a little roll. 

And then we got down to the 
personal or moral side of the ar- 
rangement. No one seems to 
know just when, but it’s on that 
basis now—in the majority of in- 
stances and among the plain folks 
who make up the bulk of what 
this country stands for. Nowadays 
Bill Smith gets his eye on some 
slim young thing weighing about 
a hundred and five, puts on a 
loose collar, calls at the house so 
often that the old man begins to 
talk of charging him rent, and after 
they’ve worn a barrow load of lead- 


In those 


riage. 





Drawn by W. O. Witson 

“Ye ought to read this book, Joe. It’s 
about a guy sittin’ in front of a phonograph 
smokin’ a fat cigar an’ drinkin’ cold cider.” 








Elephant - You toid me if I couldn’t follow suit to trumpet 


pencils to stubs figuring on whether they can pay for a 
flat and the furniture instalments out of what he’s 
getting, a new family gets started. 

So gradually we've got something saner in mar- 
You can take your choice: the church, the 


city hall, or the justice of the 
peace; but be sure you don’t try 
to go into this affair except on the 
basis of the only safe receipt for 
putting it across. You didn’t 
know there was a receipt for happy 
marriage? Dear, dear, how unfor- 
tunate and dense and—and—why 
of course there’s an infallible re- 
ceipt. It’s the most practical, 
efficient, philosophical and human 
receipt ever handed over to an 
ungrateful world full of people, 
and it has been in great disuse 
for centuries. It is—No. You 
look it up for yourself. The 
Claude Kitchin of A.D. 31 wrote it 
down when he heard it. Matthew 
VII: 12. 

I’d come to the conclusion that 
this matter was ended when the 
editor called me up on the tele- 
phone: 

“What d’ye mean Claude Kit- 
chin of A. D. 31?” he demanded in 
the rough, rude tones he would not 
dare employ at home. 

““\fatthew was a taxgatherer,” 
I reminded him, and hung up the 
receiver. 


Eprror’s Nore: After scouring the neighbor- 
hood for a copy of the New Testament, we fn- 
ally borrowed one from a Justice of the Peace who 
carries on a side line of haberdashery. Fever- 
ishly we turned to Matthew vi-12, only to dis- 
cover it was our old friend The Golden Rule— 
“Whatsoever ye would that men should do to 
you, do ye even so to them.” 

















Why They Revolted 


By Kennetu L. Roperts 


HE editor of the Petrograd Social Reg- 
ister was in a quandary. 

“‘Look heresky!”’ said he to the 
associate editor anxiously, “what are we going 
to do about using the names of the officials of 
the Russian republicovitch?”’ 

“Ask me a harder onesky,” replied the 
associate editor, who was young and inex- 
perienced. “‘All you need to do is to leave 
blank pages at the beginning of the book, and 
explain in the preface that the names of the 
government officials should be inscribed on 
the blank pages by hand as often as they 
obtain their jobsoff.”’ 

The editor shook his head dubiously. 
“Your suggestion is no goodovitch,” he ob- 
jected. “You forget that the persons now in 
power might accidentally happen to retain 
their positions until after the Social Register 
appears. In that case they would claim that 
our failure to print their names proved that 
we had no confidence in them. On the other 
hand, if we include their names among those 
in the book, and they fail to retain their 
positions, their successors will claim that we 
were in sympathy with the preceding incum- 
bents. Whatever we do, we will probably fail 
to satisfy anyone, and we will finish by trying 
to outrun the bullets from a machine gunsky.”’ 

The associate editor removed his green 
eveshade rolled down his sleeves and put on 























Drawn by A. HENKEL 


Former Farmuanp (After several hours of trench digging)—I enlisted for 
a change from farmin’, but, by Heck! war is just like farmin’, only there’s a 


goshderned sight more of it! 

















































Drawn by FE. W. Kemsut 


“Dey done gone refuse me in de army. De sojer doctor done say ma teef 


“Fo de Lawd, chile has dey come to dat? I knows yer had ter shoot de 
enemy, but I didn’t spec yer had ter bit ’em.” 


his coat. “If that’s the way it standsoff,”’ 
said he, “I’m going out and join the first 
bombsky squadovitch I can find.” 

In this resolve he was joined by the 
editor; and since all the other revolutionists 
whom they encountered had revoluted for 
similar reasons, they enjoyed themselves 
immensely. 


All Dissatisfied 


By Tom P. Morcan 


“@YNLY an occasional man is content 

with his condition in life,” philosophi- 
cally said the landlord of the Petunia 
tavern. ‘“‘The good fishing is always farther 
down the creek. Opportunity is forever 
away over yonder. Every farmer wants 
to move to town and run a grocery store. 
The average city man believes he could make 
a fortune on a chicken farm. The girl 
who has a good home longs to leave it 
and work her head off as a motion picture 
actress. The man who has the respect 
of his fellow citizens yearns to lose it 
by going to the legislature. The lank youth 
in the shoe store pines to show the world 
that he can beat Francis X. Bushman 
at his own game. It is said that all his 
life Edwin Booth wished to be a black-face 
comedian. And so it goes.” 

















Thumb-nail Essays 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


The Thousand-Billion Brain 
SYCHOLOGISTS tell us that the 
capacity of the human brain today is no 
greater than it was five thousand years 
ago: that the brain of Buddha, Confucius 
and Plato equalled in power that of Darwin, 
Spencer and Emerson. 

But the brains of these ancient gentle- 
men were not compelled to think in hundreds 
of billions. They wrangled over the problem 
of Number like schoolboys. 

To our modern minds Number in the 
abstract has become something concrete— 
we talk, think and read about hundreds of 
billions of dollars with the same facility 
that Plato counted his ten marbles when a 
boy. 

The thousand-billion-dollar brain is 
here—babies juggle with those figures 
between cereals. Our brains have become 
distended like infinite space, and we have 
got the “‘countless stars” on the run. 

The ancients never conceived the possi- 
bilities of the Great War and the marvel 
of the 1918 brain. 

The trillion-dollar brain is coming, and the brain- 
sharps will be compelled to revise some of their dogmas. 


Saving a Planet 
“THE President of Mars looked through his powerful 
telescope as was his custom just after eating his 
vegetarian lunch. 

“Say,” he said, turning to his Director of Canals, 
is it always the Fourth of July down there on that 
pesky Earth planet? There’s been nothing but fire- 
works for three vears over there. 

“You know, we'll be asphyxiated here on Mars if 





R. SHAVER 


I didn’t slap him, mother! I just gave him a tiny 
Gracious! you don’t sup- 


Effie 
push and he started to howl. 
pose he’s a pacifist, do you. 











Drawn by Cuas. H. Fotwer 


With the aid of this electric outfit our returned soldiers will be able to 


sleep peacefully. 


something isn’t done? The smoke and fire’s been blow- 
ing this way for a year.” 

So that night the Director of Canals turned three 
canals loose in the direction of the “celebration,” and it 
is believed this saved the inhabitants of Mars from 
premature extinction. 

The Martian Laugh 

RCVAD, super-cinematographer and astronomer of 
*“ Mars, ascended Mount Wyz, and pointed his tele- 
cinascope at the Earth, floundering around its orbit. 

\rcvad was taking telecinamatic pictures of the 
Great War. 

But this particular morning his crank stopped sud- 
denlv, and he let forth a laugh so loud—he stood ten 
feet and weighed 700 pounds—that the canals in the 
valleys rose and drowned three villages. 

The lens of his telecinascope, with its giant x-ray 
attachment, had fallen on the castle at Potsdam, and 
he saw the Kaiser in his pajainas. 

Calendars 

HE principal use of a calendar is to keep us informed 

when the rent is due and whether a holiday falls 
on a week-day or a Sunday. 

To tell what day it is look at the date: to tell what 
date it is look at the day; if you know neither, ring up 
“Central.” 

Put away the torn-off month with five pay-days in it 
with your other treasures. 





Some of the war news we take with a grain of what- 
ever Mr. Hoover wants us to substitute for salt. 

He who refuses to plant may not be permitted to eat.— Vai 
Str t Journal. 

Now is the time to renew your war garden—also 
your credit at your grocer’s. 




















Sixes and Sevens 
By A.sert E. Hoyt 
ROFITEERING dates 
back to the whale that 
swallowed Jonah and 
got caught with an unreason- 
able prephet. 






5, 

Noah could see ahead to 
Ararat while the deluge beat 
upon his little old ark—but 
he was a short-sighted pessi- 
mist compared to Senator 
Overman, who says that the 
bill increasing the President’s 
powers “will be passed when 
they get through talking.” 

. 

Labor continues to do its 
bit. The British had to scale 
a lot of precipices in order to 
take Jericho, but Mr. Gom- 
pers loyally waived the union 
scale. 

& 

Federal Judge Walter 
Evans says he can’t locate 
any statute authorizing 
Director General McAdoo 
to take control of the rail- 
roads. You'll find it, Judge, 
in section 23-4-U, the same 
section under which Jefferson 
took Louisiana, Seward took Alaska, McKinley took 
the Philippines, and Roosevelt took the Panama Canal 
—the only known instance, by the by, where the 
Colonel came anywhere near taking water. 

# 

How can you reconcile the demand of Congress for 
national prohibition with the demand of the food ad- 
ministration that everything that is canned be con- 
served? 


Drawn by Orson Lowe. 


& 


Professor Wood Jones of the University of London 
says that Darwin was all wrong—that the ape de- 
scended from man, not vice versa. But there seems to 
be an uncomplimentary lack of apish alacrity to start 
societies of descendants. 

* 

Senator James Hamilton Lewis predicts that the 
railroads will.never be returned to private ownership, 
but he must be mistaken, for they hold a government 
round-trip ticket to McAdoo and return. 
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“On THE OTHER HAND 





on ten= => eo of Westfield, 


| F RES at Mass., have organized a 


wood-chopping club to 


meet the fuel shortage, and 
| PAIN, | adopted as their slogan “‘Cut 


a Cord.” Congress for its 
part might say nothing and 
saw wood, and if they can’t 
cut a cord there’s a lot of red 
tape. 





# 

East Orange, N. ]., wom- 
en have agreed to forego 
interminable telephone con- 
versations in order to give 
war activities the right of 
way—and we do hope the 
person who shares our party 
line is not less patriotic. 

. 

Carranza thinks Germany 
is more his friend than we 
are—so we judge he hasn’t 
touched the Kaiser for a loan. 


We find in a farm journal 
an article on “‘how to remove 
tight nuts.”’ Looks as if the 
rural districts weren’t so 


io a “dry,” after all. 
# 


The Food Administration 
will not permit wholesale 
dealers to buy live hens 
until May 1st. This order has cost a lot of hens their 
lives through not having been promulgated during 
Grant’s second term, when most of the storage hens 
now in circulation were alive and hearty. 

£ 

The courts have decided that ex-Czar Nicholas may 
be sued the same as any other individual. The best ad- 
vice we can give him is that which the immortal Weller 
gave in the case of Bardell vs. Pickwick—‘‘ Samivel, 
there ought to be a alleybi!”’ 

¢ 

They say that the new style of men’s clothes will 
save cloth, but judging by the woman, the more cloth 
they save the more stylish the clothes and the more 
costly. 








# 

Ordinarily, we believe in being merciful, but that spy 
caught blowing up an American magazine ought to be 
fined what the magazine would have had to pay for 
second class postage. 





THe New Mititary Motror-Horn 
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The Transformation 


By Terrett Love Houtpway 


NOS BOGGS was a cross-roads postmaster and 

general store keeper of mediocre mentality and 

scant education. Offsetting these deficiencies 
he was a likable, cheerful chap, a great handshaker and 
a super-skilful salve spreader. 

Until a certain date in his life Enos frankly ad- 
mitted being somewhat of a failure as a merchant, but 
said that he probably would have done no better at 
another line of work. Free from conceit, at that time, 
Enos acknowledged that he did not know much about 
anything and never would be wiser. 

However, upon a memorable Wednesday morning, 
after a long-distance telephone conversation with a 
friend at the county seat, Enos hung up the receiver 
a changed man. Henceforth he was willing to stand in 
the most conspicuous place his nation afforded and pro- 
claim in clarion tones that he knew more about every- 
thing than anybody on earth. 

Almost immediately Enos began advising the 
brilliant, gray-haired West Point trained chief of staff 
how to handle an army. It was the same with the 
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Drawn by J. S. Conacner 


navy. The naval board, brainy Annapolis men, 
seasoned by long experience in solving technical and 
strategical problems, received a veritable castigation 
from Enos. Plans for defending the country, which 
the grizzled experts had spent years perfecting, the 
country-store keeper shot full of holes in five minutes. 
And in two minutes more he had shown them how to 
plug the holes! 

With equal boldness and dispatch Enos untangled 
financial, tariff and other knotty questions, with which 
America’s biggest, most highly trained men had long 
struggled in vain. 

Coming from a community populated by simple, 
reverent folk, Enos considered it impolitic to say, in 
so many words, “The All Wise Mind has nothing on 
Enos Boggs.” Nevertheless it was an open secret 
what Mr. Boggs thought. 

Once a stupid, harmless backwoodsman, what 
changed Enos Boggs, over night, to a noisy, 
dangerous bundle of conceit? He was elected to a 
seat in Congress! 









KAMERAD! 
































“Mapce Streprep Back, Usinc THE FLowinc CurRTAIN As A SHIELD” 














As The Doughboys Marched By 


By J. A. WaALpRON 


Illustrated by LAWRENCE FELLOWS 


ADGE and Julie had been intimates ever 

since their hair hung down their backs. 

They were at finishing school together. 

And they had been almost inseparable 

since the speeding up of war work. And 
they were close neighbors. Julie lived directly on the 
Avenue and Madge just off that supreme thorough- 
fare. 

Julie greeted Madge with peculiar warmth when 
Madge dropped in to witness with her the parade of 
soldiers who were soon to embark from some undesig- 
nated pier of some unknown port for somewhere in 
France. For all the girls are fond of a military spec- 
tacle, without reference to the individual interest that 
some girls may have in it. 

Far down the Avenue could be heard faint drum 
concussions, and the street was thickly peopled. 

‘**How dull things are becoming, dear!”’ said Madge. 

“Dull! It just sets one ‘dithering! ’ 

“One can’t even dance now.” 

“But, dear, it’s becoming positively disgraceful to 
dance, and you know it!” 





“Really I shouldn’t care so much about that. | 
mean that one can’t find any one to dance with. Some 
bright fellow has remarked that two girls dancing to- 
gether represent a scandalous waste of sweetness. He 
might have added that it is an empty and perfunctory 
performance. All the desirable chaps are in the ranks, 
or planning to go to the front. Of course we saw 
dancing at Berry’s yesterday. But who wants to part- 
ner flat feet, or be accused of aiding and abetting 
slackers? Give me a uniform or nothing!’ 

“Oh, I say that too!” 

“And the opera is over, and the theatres are run- 
ning to the impossible! Some awful plays, I hear! | 
should be ashamed to be seen at one with my grand- 
mother!”’ 

“They say, dear, that grandmothers these days are 
unsophisticated.” 

“I know. But mine knows a thing or two.”’ 

‘“*And ane can’t go anywhere without having one’s 
eyes in danger from knitting-needles!”’ 

“The knitting would be all right if one could knit in 
secret. So much of it is pure ostentation! Why, I saw 
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a woman yesterday standing on the very steps of a 
stage—in the way of persons—knitting!”’ 

“As you say, if one could do it without attracting 
attention. And if one could use bright colors to make 
picturesque things!” 

“Oh! There’s a band! The soldiers are coming! 
I wonder if there’s anyone among them you know—or 
I know?” 

“Why, if we look carefully we must see chaps we 
know!”’ 

“Julie, dear, although we’ve been chums a long 
time, we haven’t confided in each other as we should 
have done!” ‘ 

“Why, Madge! How can you say that?” 

“Have you told me things a chum ought to know, 
Julie?” 

“Of course I have, dear—always. 
you could say that?” 

** Because . They’re coming! 
and the men on motor cycles!” 

“Oh! Oh! And that great thing!” 

“That’s a tank, dear. And see! 
Dean!” 

“Where?” 

“In the first company. See? How he’s improved! 
You were engaged to him last summer, dear!” 

“Who hasn’t been engaged in the summer? 
I didn’t care for him.” 


I asked you how 


See the policemen, 


There’s Reggie 


He was 


too spooney. 


“Ts that why he enlisted?” 
“I’m sure I don’t know. 


He took up with Blanche 








Wyse quick enough. I wonder if she’ll see him! Quick! 
There’s Harry Phillips—an old flame of yours!” 

“Well, he enlisted the day after I broke our engage- 
ment. He’s looking up this way.” Madge stepped 
back, using the flowing curtain asa shield. *+ 

“But he doesn’t look heartbroken.” 

“Oh, he’ll find some stunning girl in France. Don’t 
you remember how beautifully he speaks the language? 
He’s a natural flirt. Oh! See that fine-looking chap 
on the end of the line—one, two, three—the third line!” 

“Why, dear, that’s Bert Belling—and he’s looking 
up here! He’s looking at you!” 

Madge flirted her handkerchief, bowed repeatedly, 
and blushed violently. “Isn’t he wonderful? He has 
two days’ leave after the parade.” 

“Nadge! How do you know? 
been keeping something from me!” 
“He wants me to marry him before he sails!” 





I believe you’ve 


Sylvia 
A. ‘TILDEN 
ie Spring I think of you because your rippling laugh reminds me 
Of little snow-fed rivers running gaily to the sea; 
In Summer I may never break the magic spell that binds me, 
For your eyes have borrowed color from the blue anemone! 


By Friepva 


When Autumn winds play in the trees and set the brown leaves 
whirling, 
I see your light and lissom form go dancing far and near; 
Your lips are red like holly when the Winter snows are swirling, 
And so I find I’m thinking of you all around the year! 





oZim, 














Drawn by Zim “We Cannot Feep Our Ficutinc Men on Roses anp CARNATIONS” 


The War Garden: 4y Walt Mason 


“Uncle Walt’s” Exclusive Weekly Message to Judge 


HIS year I don’t expect to raise a lot of blooming 
although they fascinate the gaze, and 

charm the people’s noses. I’ll grow a lot of succo- 
tash and Lima beans and barley; such crops as these 
will help to smash the kaisers Bill and Charlie. 

In times of peace it’s well to rear fine blossoms, for 
their beauty; but in this dark and troubled year we 
have a sterner duty. We cannot feed the fighting host 
on pansies, ferns and lilies; substantial grub they’re 
needing most, if they’d avoid the willies. 

So bring to me the safety hoe, the air cooled drill 
and seeder, and I will make some fodder grow, believe 
me, gentle reader. Oh, bring the long star spangled 
rake, and freedom’s sacred shovel, and I will make the 
acres ache around my humble hovel. I'll plant the hay- 
seed on the hill, the nutmegs on the meadow, and all 
the loathsome weeds I'll kill beneath the prune tree’s 
shadow. 

Oh, children, children, leave your play, and in the 
garden rally! We'll tear the orchid vines away, and 


roses, 





throw them in the alley; for orchids can’t be boiled or 
fried, they can’t be made inviting to hungry warrior’s 
inside, and fit him for the fighting. A cabbagehead 
that’s plump and fair will injure more the Teuton 
than half a ton of maidenhair, and that’s as sure as 
shootin’. 

I’ll train the turnip vines to climb where once be- 
gonias flourished; and here, where grew the scented 
thyme, my carrots will be nourished; the cucumber and 
Hubbard squash shall have the sunny places, where 
once the vain nasturtiums washed in morning dew 
their faces. 

This is the sane and useful plan that I this year 
shall follow; so bring to me the sprinkling can, and 
seeds of pumpkin, Rollo. In planting seeds of showy 
plants there is no sense or justice; so bring to me my 
workday pants, and lettuce seed, Augustus. 

We cannot feed our fighting men on roses and carna- 
tions; if they would swat the Teuts again, they need 
substantial rations. 











Photo Composition by Perriron Maxwe ui 





The Nightmares of a Pacifist—No. 6 


fears dictate, suddenly found himself amid a series of too nicely proportioned shell-holes in a No Man’s 


| ' THEN Willie Bonehead, the Conscientious Objector, whose conscience doesn’t always work the way his 


Land patrolled by cunning and vicious black cats, his sleeping-self registered a yawp that was heard on 


the next block. 


To Willie’s dream-possessed fancy these ebon felines, that slunk and crawled:on their: bellies 


and uttered never a sound, were Hun-bred-and whenever he attempted to hide in one of the shell-craters one 
of the creatures would silently drag him forth with its long, cold claws and smile knowingly into his terror- 


blanched face. 


The Notion Counter: 


in farmiliar. 
Women as a rule do not 

exceptions. 

All men are created free and equal; and then some 
of them get married. 

Don’t envy the rich man’s son. He may grow up 
and marry and have a rich man’s son. 

Cheer up, despondent lover; it is much better to 
have them turn cold before marriage. 

There are a lot of patrons of-the arts who recognize 
them only by the label. 

They will miss me around the office after I am gone, 
but they won’t miss so many other things. 

To the innocent bystander, a pipe always seems 
worse than it is and a cigar better. 

The man who didn’t participate in either of the 
previous bond issues ought to realize that it is now his 
turn at bat. 


Pin farm like to meet the man who put the “r” 


interest me, only the 





Willie thinks war has no horrors comparable with some of his nightmares—and Willie is right. 


6y Douglas Malloch 


We are eating less food than we used to} but we 
would never be able to prove it by our household ex- 
pense book. 

A widow’s grief is seldom so great that she won’t 
powder her nose when she hears a step coming. 

When you love a woman who doesn’t love you, it is 
cause of some worry; but when conditions are reversed, 
ye gods! 

I went to a vegetarian restaurant the other night 
and came out bursting with food and faint with hunger. 

Husbands are like a pair of elastics; unless you have 
complete confidence in them they make you very un- 
happy. 

And remember the best way to keep them from break- 
ing is to allow them to stretch a little now and then. 

Some folks not only count their chickens before 
they are hatched, but before the chickens are 
hatched to lay the eggs to hatch the chickens they 
are counting. 








Her House 


in Order 


By Liste Bei 


‘ 
OSTESS—Do you know, I am actually looking 
TT vcrnaa to housecleaning this year. It seems 
to be the one thing in life which the war 
hasn’t changed. 

Her Guest—Really? But I think it HAS been 
changed. I was saying tomy husband only yesterday 
that I didn’t think the draperies would have to come 
down at all. We've conserved so much coal that 
they’re not nearly so sooty as usual. 

Hostess—Well, I took my velour curtains down in 
the fall, and cut them up to make chest protectors for 
my two nephews who are in the service. 

Her Guest—How odd! I never heard of such a thing. 

Hostess—But they make excellent chest protectors. 
And then I had enough material left over to cover a 
few cushions for the sewing-room. I really needed to 
brighten up my sewing-room, you see, because our 
knitting club meets there. 

Her Guest—Of course. For myself, however, I am 
thinking seriously of giving up housecleaning entirely 
this year. Housecleaning comes right in the midst of 
Lent, you know, and I’ve often been tempted to give 
it up for that reason. It does seem like one might, 
don’t you think? And now with one’s energies being 
simply USED UP in relief work and all that, I think 
we really ought. 

Hostess—My conscience would never let me. 

Her Guest—It would look rather queer, I know. 
But I do feel that housecleaning is a domestic act 


which ought to be sacrificed. You can’t conceive how 
much soap would be saved. 

Hostess—That’s true, but it’s the JDEA of the 
thing. 

Her Guest—That’s just it. Here we women are, 
willing to engage the fe power of the nation in beating 
rugs, when it ought to be beating Germans. It’s simply 
dreadful. I maintain that housecleaning ought to be 
stopped for—for the duration of the war. 

Hostess—Perhaps you’re right. But think what a 
chance such an agitation would give the antis. 

Her Guest—We should have to consider that, of 
course. The vote is the main thing; the rugs come 
second. 

Hostess—Well, there’s one bit of housecleaning that 
I am going to do this year, even if I slight some of it. 
I’m going to clean out behind the bookcase. Last 
year, when I cleaned there, I came across an old recipe 
that had been missing for years. I tried it for dinner 
that very evening, I recall, and got a new spring hat 
out of my husband’s ensuing good humor. Besides, I 
can’t afford to drop housecleaning entirely. You see, I 
always manage to save enough out of my housecleaning 
allowance to buy some things I want to wear. 

Her Guest—Really, do YOU do that? Isn’t it odd? 
I do, too. But I hadn’t thought about that. 

Hostess—Well, I suppose we might just as well 
clean house. 

Her Guest—Yes, I suppose we simply MUST. 
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Prevented—‘ That novel has had a 
remarkable sale,"’ commented the book- 
store man. 

‘Have you read it?” 

“Oh, no! I wouldn’t dare read it, as 
my duties require me to be enthusiastic 
in recommending it to customers.”— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 


Just a Little Strategy—‘“‘ What is it 
that makes you find so much fault with 
your stenographer?” 

“Well, she’s the best stenographer I 
ever had, and I don’t want to lose her. So 
I’ve got to shout around a little so as to 
convey the impression to any stenog- 
rapher scouts that she wouldn’t suit the 
Government.” —W ashington Star. 

The Farm Day—A Vermont husband- 
man hired as a helper a youth living on 
the adjoining place. The hand was told 
to report for duty on the following day. 

At his customary rising hour of four 
a. m. the employer got up, dressed, lit a 
lantern and went forth to start the chores. 
He fed the stock, milked three cows, split 
some wood, and, single-handed, minis- 
tered to the chickens, meantime filled 
with wonder, which turned to disgust, at 
the unaccountable tardiness of his 
employee. 

At ten minutes after 5 o’clock, when 
the first pink streaks of dawn were red- 
dening the eastern sky, the new hand 
came round the corner of the barn. 

The farmer dropped the fork he was 
wielding and stared long and hard at the 
tardy one. 

“Wall,” he asked in tones of heavy 
sarcasm, “‘whar have you been the hull 
forenoon?’’—Aftlanta Constitution. 
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They Got It All—Archbishop Magee 
of New York, after staying at a hotel, had 
an extortionate bill presented to him by 
his host, who, after receiving payment, 
solicitously inquired if his lordship had 
enjoyed the change and rest. 

“No, I have had neither,” replied the 
archbishop; “the waiter had the change, 
and you’ve had the rest.””—Argonaut. 
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* Vous devriez m’acheier ces vicilles bottes. 
Bientét la vente des chaussures montantes sera 
interdite.”” 

Second-hand man—You’ll be making a big 
mistake if you don’t buy these trench boots, 
lady. Soon you won’t be able to get high 
ones at any price.—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


His Place in the Sun—lIf the Kaiser 
is still looking for a place in the sun, we 
know where he can get an all-summer job 
on an American farm, with board and 
lodging and as much as $30 a month in 
cash.—Springfield Union. 
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Too Eeeezy—Some one has advanced 
the opinion that the letter “e” is the 
most unfortunate letter in the English 
alphabet, because it is always out of cash, 
forever in debt, never out of danger and 
in hell all the time. For some reason he 
overlooked the fortunates of the letter, 
so we call his attention to the fact “e”’ 
is never in war and always in peace. It is 
the beginning of existence, the commence- 
ment of ease and the end of trouble. 
Without it there would be no meat, no 
life and no heaven. It is the center of 
honesty, makes love perfect, and without 
it there would be no Germans, devils or 
Fourth Estate. 





news. 


What a Liar! “I heard my boy 
William say the other day that your son 
was his alter ego.”’ 

“What a liar! My son was never any- 
thing but a good friend to him.”—Balti- 
more American. 


No Wonder—‘‘No one understands 
me.”’ 

“That’s not to be wondered at, 
girlie. Your mother was a_ telephone 
girl before she married, and your father 
was a train‘ announcer.’ —Lonisville 
Courier-Journal, 


No Verbal Conservation 





Old gent (to loafer in tough neighborhood)—Wh 
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at terrible language these people usc. 


Loafer—You’re right, Guv’nor—it’s abaht the only blinkin’ thing wot ain’t controlled by 
government nowadays.—Passing Show (London). 





Spades Are Trumps 
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\llied Labor Plays the Winning Card.— Bystander (London). 
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Hadn't Suspected It—T7he sub—l 


say, Sergeant Major, do you realize that 
that chap with the barrow is a member of 
an archaeological society? 

The Sergeant Major—Well, sir, ’e may 
be what you say. Personally I’ve 
always found ’im quiet and well be’aved. 

Pun h. 


Doing His Bit—*‘ We're saving fuel,”’ 
remarked the lady. “I just left my hus- 
band stamping on the floor to keep his 
feet warm.” 

“ Thrift stamps, eh?” said her waggish 
friend.—Boston Transcript. 


Not So Paradoxical—*‘ Now that 
John Bull has taken a stand against the 
Turk, what do you suppose he will do 
next?” 

‘I suppose he will proceed to sit on the 
Ottoman.”—St. Louis Globe-Democrat. 


Digging Trenches—A certain Lan- 
cashire battalion on the Cambrai front 
was trudging back from the trenches, 
after being relieved, in the small hours 
of the morning. Suddenly it was con- 
fronted by an _ officer, who ordered 
halt and dig a support trench 
where it was. The battalion obeyed, 
of course, without a murmur, but, after 
a moment, there came a voice from the 
darkness: 

“In six days t’ Lord made ’eaven an’ 
earth, and then, ont sevent, Lancashire’s 
coom an’ dug it all oop again.’’—Argo- 
naut, 
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He Had Flat Feet—‘‘Somewhere in 
Kentucky”’ a drafted man appeared for 
physical examination. 

“Rejected,” was the medical verdict. 
‘“You have flat feet and cannot march.” 

“Ain’t that tough!” moaned the 
would-be soldier. ‘I’ve tramped 48 
miles over the mountains since last night 
and now I’ve got to walk back.’’—Chicago 
Herald. 


The Hero—‘Was Jack cool during 
the air raid the other night?” 

“Rather! Why, he 
teeth were chattering all the while!” 
Passing Show. 


was so cool his 





Getting Back at Him 
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Doctor—The man who told you your heart 
was weak was mad! When was it? 








Recruit—When I last came up, sir. 
Who was it? 
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Recruit—You London). 
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His Conjecture—“‘What did your 
landlady mean by telling me she had a 
bone to pick with me?” 

“Don’t know, unless it was an invita- 
tion up to dinner.” —Browning’s. 


Considerate—The poor fellow at the 
end of the table looked so unhappy that 
even the landlady’s stony heart was 
moved. 

““How do you like the chicken soup, 
Mr. Jones?” she asked, by way of saying 
something. 

““Oh—er—is this chicken soup?” he 
blurted out. 

“Certainly. How do you like it?” 

‘“*Well—er—it’s certainly very tender,” 
said he, apologetically.—Harper’s. 


‘ 


Like Loves Like—‘‘I deduce that men 
are what they eat.” 

‘“Where have you been pursuing your 
studies, professor?” 

“Around the Broadway lobster pal- 
aces.”’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 

The Scot’s Experiment—At a ban- 
quet at the Engineers’ club in New York, 
several of the guests wore the McLean 
Kilties of Canada. 

A feature of the menu was squab on 
toast, and one of the Scotch veterans, 
after asking what it was, proceeded to 
cover it well with tobasco sauce. He ate 
a couple of bites of the burning liquid, 
and then, with a low cry, put down his 
knife and fork. 

“Lay thaur an’ bu-r-r-n,” he 
Then turning to the waiter called: *‘ Aye, 
mon, I’ve had enough o’ this. Gie’s a 
shellin’ worth o’ ham, wie ye? An’ say, 
laddie, bring a bucket of ice water.” 
Engineering. 


said. 


A False Idea Corrected—An ex 
change in speaking of the prospective 
rise in the price of maple syrup and sugar 
says without doubt it is due to the high 
cost of feeding the maple trees. The poor 
fish that wrote that undoubtedly thinks 
that maple sugar grows on trees like 
hickory nuts.—Marathon Independent. 


Genius—It’s wonderful how a land 
lady can serve so many things you don’t 
care for.—Kansas City Journal. 
War Bread—‘‘ Mrs. Newbride has 
made some real war bread.” 

“Oh?” 

“The trouble is that she can’t find a 
German to feed it to.” —Buffalo Express. 
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They Just Had to Wait—Something 
was the matter with the stop-signal bell 
of the Toonerville trolley car, and the 
conductor had to whistle to the motor- 
man, that trip—one whistle to start, two 
whistles to go ahead. 

This wasn’t the real Toonerville trolley 
but a certain suburban “dummy line” 
which is so denominated by the facetious 
car riders. Many of our readers know 
where it is, and several of them will vouch 
for this incident. 

At one place, the other morning, the 
car made a long stop, and some of 
the passengers began to get uneasy. 
One sought the rear platform and 
found the conductor eating a frugal 
luncheon. 

“Say, how long we goin’ to stand here? 
What are we waitin’ for?” asked the 
passenger. 

The conductor swallowed hard and was 
understood to reply: 

“Looky here, I ain’t got nothin’ but 
dry crackers fer my lunch. An’ you'll 
hafter wait till I git ’em all swallered good 
before I kin whistle!”—Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


Quite Unnecessary—A Chicago pub- 
lisher registered at the Hotel Cecil in 
London recently, and was assigned to a 
room on next to the top floor. The fol- 
lowing morning he rang for a bell-boy. 
When there was no response to the second 
call he lifted the telephone-receiver and 
waited in vain for “Are you there?” 
Failing to establish any communication 
with the office, he dressed and started for 
the office to register indignation. The 
elevator wasn’t running. He began to 
walk down. On the fourth landing he 
met a housemaid and asked in strong 
Chicago language what was the matter 
with the hotel. 

“Well, sir, you see, sir,’ came the 
answer, “the Zeppelins were reported, 
and we were all ordered to the cellar for 
safety.” 

‘*____!?__ After which the guest said: 
“Well, I’m on the next to the top floor 
and I wasn’t warned.” 

“No, sir,’ was the bland reply, “but 
you see, sir, you don’t come under the 
Employers’ Liability Act, sir.’”’—Every- 
bod y's. 


Dry Humor—tThe chief forest ranger 
of the big Government reserve along the 
Grand Canyon, in Arizona, had occasion 
lately, in the course of a somewhat ex- 
tended trip, to travel as far east as 





Stop Thief! 








The Villain of the (Garden) Plot.—Snark’s 
-[nnual (London). 


Kansas City. When he returned to 
his post of duty he brought along 
an Irishman who had expressed a desire 
to go West and grow up with the 
country. 

When they struck the desert the Irish- 
man looked for a spell at the dry and arid 
prospect. Then he said: p 

‘Mister, I don’t want to say anything 
unpleasant about this country, but it 
looks to me like it would take nine acres 
of it to rust wan nail!’’—Saturday Eve- 
ning Post. 








MATRIMONY 











Tried in Vain—One afternoon two 
acquaintances chanced to meet, and dur- 
ing the gabfest that followed one of 
them took the other to task for the 
latitude in boasting that he allowed his 
wife. 

“Say, Jim,” said he, “why on earth do 
you permit your wife to go around telling 
the other women that she made a man out 
of you? You never hear my wife say any- 
thing like that.” 

“No,” rejoined Jim, with a merry little 
chuckle, “but I have heard her say on 
more than one occasion that she had tried 
her hardest.’”’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


His Advantage—Heck—Yes, I have 
met your wife. In fact, I knew her before 
you married her. 

Peck—Ah! That’s where you had the 
advantage of me—I_ didn’t.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Bringing Up the Average—‘ Did 
your daughters marry rich men?” 

““Not exactly. One married a farmer 
and another married an ultimate con- 
sumer. But the third may make up for 
all that.” 

““How so?” 

““She’s engaged to a middleman.’”’— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 


News (Made in Germany) from Paris 
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“ Retardez offensive: il faut laisser travailler les socialistes frangais.” 
“Delay the offensive! We must let the French socialists continue their work.”’— La 


Victoire (Paris). 
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One or the Other—dith—Jack’s 
been calling on me every evening lately. 
What do you suppose it means? 

Marie—Can’t say positively, dear. 
Either he loves you, or his landlady has 
run out of coal.—Boston Transcript. 


Close Accounting—‘ You are really 
in love?” 

“Ves,” replied the methodical young 
man. 





‘“*And how deep are you in love?”’ 
“Just a moment until I consult my 


expense account. Ahem! Up to the 
present moment I have attained a 
depth of $814.73.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald 

Sensible Girl—‘‘Now this engage- 


ment ring means that you belong to me.” 

“Not yet, Reginald. It merely means 
that you have, so to speak, an option on 
my hand. Don’t let your sense of pos- 
session get the better of you until you 
see me wearing a plain gold wedding 
ring.” —Birmingham-A ge-Herald. 


The Rescuer’s Usual Fate! 
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Policeman John Bull—But I only came on the scene because he had started to beat you up! 
Mrs. Russta—Never mind about that. 
me again. 


London Opinion. 


Go on, Bill, teach ’im to interfere—now you hit 





No Flies Among the Allies 





La ragnatela e il ragno tedesco. 


The spider-web and the German spider. 


L’ Asino (Rome). 


Fifty-Fifty—‘‘Don’t imagine,” she 
said, “that I would consent to be your 
wife just because I have permitted you 
to kiss me.” 

“Oh, very well,” he replied, “but don’t 
get it into your head that I’m going to ask 
you to be my wife just because I insisted 
on kissing you.””—Dayton News. 


WET and DRY 


Drys Get a Recruit—A keen temper- 
ance advocate was addressing a meeting 
on his pet subject. “I should like,” he 
declared, “‘to take every bottle of wine 
and every bottle of beer and every bottle 
of spirits and sink them all to the bottom 
of the sea.” 

A man at the back of the hall jumped 
up excitedly, shouting: ‘Hear, hear! 
Hear, hear!” 

The lecturer paused in his remarks to 
beam delighted approval on the inter- 
rupter. 

“Ah, my friend,” he said, “I see you 
are a good teetotaler; a man made of the 
right stuff.” 

“Oh, no,” said the man; 
diver.” —IJllustrated World. 


“T am a 


Please Advise 
If a body meet a body, 
Loaded up with rye, 
Should a body greet a body, 
Or just sidle by? 
—Kansas City Journal. 
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An Apt Quotation—“ Boys,” said a 
teacher to her Sunday-school class, ‘‘can 
any of you quote a verse from the Scrip- 
ture to prove that it is wrong to have two 
wives?” 

A bright boy raised his hand. 

‘Well, Thomas,” encouraged the 
teacher. 

Thomas stood up. “‘No man can serve 
two masters,” he said proudly.—Houston 
Chronicle. 


What He Got—A well-known lawyer 
is accustomed to lecture his office staff 
from the junior partner down, and Sam- 
my, the office-boy, comes in for his full 
share of admonition. That his words are 
appreciated was made evident to the 
lawyer recently by a conversation be- 
tween Sammy and another office-boy on 
the same floor. 

“What you get?” asked the other boy. 

‘Ten thousand a year,” the lawyer 
overheard his own boy reply. 

“Aw, g’wan!”’ 

“Sure,” insisted Sammy, unabashed. 
‘Four dollars a week in cash and the rest 
in legal advice.” —Harper’s Magazine. 


Not Sure Which — Sabbath school 
teacher—Who was it that comananaes the 
sun to stand still? 

Skinny Simpson—Mc Adoo or Herb 
Hoover, ma’am, and I ain’t right sure 
which.—Kansas City Star. 


Out of Luck 
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“Trop tard, mon vieux, le kronprinz sort 


‘Too late, old man! The Crown Prince 
has just been here.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 








Not Such Fools as They Look! 
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reer pop Malar. I know you are starving, but if you hold on a bit longer our friends in 
England will shortly arrange a general strike and then we shall gain the v ictory. 
Hungry Skeptics (in chorus)—Is this another first of April stunt? —Passing Show (London). 


(Hindenburg has promised to be in Paris by April 1) 


A New Theory—Mary was a very 
serious-minded young miss of ten, and 
was keenly interested in the religious 
education of her younger sister Dorothy, 
aged six. Indeed, she felt that the little 
sister’s education in Biblical stories had 
been sadly neglected. One day she con- 
fided to her mother that Dorothy was 
very ignorant on the subject of the Cruci- 
fixion and the Resurrection, and should 
be enlightened before the next Easter- 
time came around. 

The mother suggested to Mary that 
she be the one to tell the little sister the 
stories, and to make them just as vivid 
and real as she could. 

This Mary did, and at the close of the 


recital the only comment made by Dor- 
othy was this: 

“Say, were those men GERMANS?” — 
Harper’s Magazine. 


The Upper Atmosphere—An agi- 
tated neighbor had just informed Mrs. 
Warren that her son was at the top of a 
telegraph pole in the vicinity. When the 
boy had been coaxed back to earth again, 
his mother remonstrated. 

“Tad, I’ve told you how dangerous 
that is: now why will you persist in 
climbing those poles?” 

“But, ma,”’ exclaimed the boy in an 
aggrieved tone, “I have to have some 
fresh air!” —The Christian Herald. 
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She Did Something— Mrs. Price had 
long anticipated the delightful time they 
would all have on her yachting party. As 
sometimes happens, however, the affair 
was running rather flat. The guests, 
when assembled at afternoon tea, seemed 
to find no other subject of conversation 
than the weather, and even in this talk 
long, painful silences would ensue. 

Suddenly Mrs. Price, a large, power- 
fully built woman, lost her balance, fell 
heavily against her mother-in-law, who 


was seated beside the low rail, and with a 
shrieking wail the dear old lady tumbled 
headforemost overboard. 

She was successfully rescued and, after- 
ward, Mr. Price, who was painfully agi- 
tated over the affair, took his fair wife 
privately to task. 

“How clumsy you are, Ethel,” he com- 
plained, “to knock mother into the water 
like that. The poor old dear, I’m afraid, 
will never fully recover from the shock.” 

“T know, Al; but do be reasonable,” 
murmured Mrs. Price. ‘I just had to do 
something. Didn’t you see how hope- 
lessly our party was dragging?’’—Har- 
per’s Magazine. 


The Modesty of these War Correspondents 
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“Cayest! Ils bombardent avec des 380! Siirement, ils one di m’apercevoir.” 
“Ah, there they go with the big three-hundred-and-eighties! They must have recognized 
me! La Baionnette (Paris). 


His Choice—‘If you were compelled 
to engage in conversation with one or the 
other for an hour, which would you 
choose, a woman with a mission or one 
who thinks she is misunderstood?” 

“The woman with a mission.” 

“Why?” 

‘“*She would do most of the talking. A 
woman who thinks she is misunderstood 
usually wants a little confidential 
advice.”"—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 
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She—Mother never leaves the house; 
she simply hates visiting. 

He (with sudden decision)—Will you 
marry me?—Club Fellow. 


sust Reward—Weary Wéillie—Dat’s 
the worst pie I ever tasted. 

Mrs. Johns—Wait just a minute and 
I’llgive youadollar. That pie was baked 
by my husband’s mother.—Brooklyn 
Citizen. 


The Fortunate One—‘‘The bride’s 
mother has all the best of it at a wed- 
ding.” 


‘**How so?” 

“She can sob and whoop and faint. 
And there’s no way for the groom’s 
mother to get back.” —Louisville Courier- 
Journal, 
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Ghoulish Glee—Jhe «author — The 
play’s a failure—an absolute failure! 

The leading lady—What makes you 
think so? 

The author—Why, the critics are all in 
front and they seem to be enjoying them- 
selves fiendishly !—Passing Show. 


Delicate Subject—‘ You failed to 
mention the enormous salary I receive,” 
said the moving picture actress. 

‘**Manager’s order,”’ replied the press 
agent. “‘He told me to try to keep your 
mind off your salary so that maybe you’d 
forget to ask for another raise this week.” 
—Brooklyn Citizen. 


A Trick of the Trade—* The critics 
said some hard things about your new 
play.” 

“So they did,” replied the manager. 
“That doesn’t bother me any. My press 
agent is expert with the shears. He can 
cull enough compliments from a column 
roast to make it appear that the play is a 
great success.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 

































Red Cross Technique 








Ce 
“Une coupure, cest peu de-chose. Un pansement solide— bien attaché.— 
“Cut your finger? That’s easily A bit of firm bandaging— well secured— 


attended to. 





qui évitera Vinfection. Ne ménageons pas les bandes— pour plus de streté— 
so as to avoid infection. Might as well make a thorough job to be on the safe side— 
of it— 








et cela ne nous empéchera pas— de vaquer a nos occupations!” 6 Merci!” 


and do the thing— in proper surgical form.” “Thanks!”—Le Péle-Méle (Paris) 




















Drama and Digestion 
By Ficaro 


7 ELL me, Doctor,” stage-whispered the Dowager at the 
samovar, “have you seen ‘Irs. Warren’s Profession’?”’ 
“Yes. I saw it last evening.” 
“And is it—is it very dreadful?” 
“T hate to disappoint you, but I confess that I found 
it rather tame.” 

“But, then,” persisted the Dowager, still hopeful, “you’re a 
medical man and used to such subjects. That’s how I dared ask 
you about it.” 

“Even if I weren’t a doctor,” he said smilingly, “there’s nothing 
about the play that’s spicy or particularly shocking—except that the 
plain truth is always more or less startling when one hasn’t been 
thinking of it.” 

“Then why was the play ever suppressed?” 

“Ah, that’s another matter. At the time it was first produced 
here, a number of years ago, it was a bit too strong for the public’s 
tummy. 

“You mean the popular taste? 

“There is no such thing, | am sorry tosay. Only individuals, and 
few enough of them, have taste. The dear public has only a tummy. 
The managers have learned the regulation diet—same old stuff—must be digestible without an effort—not calcu- 
lated to cause any dreams—must be the sort of thing one can forget a moment after. In short, if it is to be readily 
devoured it must consist of the usual pap with a little pep thrown in, so that the swallower may be at least semi- 








” 





conscious at the time.” 

“What an unpleasant, medical way of looking at it! But I thought you said it was the censor who stopped the 
play, and not the public.” 

“Quite so—after the public had howled and the critics, those professional yawpists, had raised a still greater 
to-do. You see, the censor, or police authority or whoever it is, is like a 
family physican. His duty is to see that the tummy isn’t overtaxed 
or poisoned. If anything is fed to the public that upsets it, there is 
always a yell of pain, and the censor forbids the offending delicacy or 
indelicacy. Usually, however, there is no need of calling in this Lord 
High Regulator, as the tummy is its own chooser and avoids anything 
out of the ordinary. It knows what it likes. ‘The Deluge,’ a splendid 
play, was too strong and bitter for it; “The Pipes of Pan’ was so deli- 
cate and unsubstantial that it didn’t seem to fill the maw; ‘The 
Torches’ and ‘L’Elevation’ had the disturbing unfamiliarity of foreign 
fare; ‘Youth’ was queer and unsettling; ‘The Madonna of the Fu- 
ture’ left a dark-brown taste. 

“Gradually, in the course of time, the character of this tummy’s 
appetite changes. There is now less craving for undiluted sugar than 
there used to be. More spice is favored. The Washington Square 
Players find a welcome among a limited number of people for their 
dramatic Welsh rarebits; and even raw truth like ‘Karen’ has its 
staunch gourmets. In short, since ‘Mrs. Warren’s Profession’ was 
first served up years ago, causing the famous attack of colic, the lining 
of the public’s tummy has hardened, and digestion is more robust. 
Eventually it will be considered strong enough for adult food. Now, 
what is needed—in view of the tolerance of such stuff as ‘Flo Flo’—is 
a dramatic Dr. Wiley.” 

‘Yes, the ‘Madonna’ was horrid. I only went to see it because 
I'd heard so much about it. Clever, though, in a way. Some of the 








. ; Photo 
dreadful lines were really—well, you couldn’t help laughing at them— by 
even if they weren’t wholesome for the public, as you would say.” She Charlotte 

Fairchild 


sighed. ‘The wholesome things are never piquant enough!” 
“Not for your sophisticated palate, I fear.” 
*“Now, Doctor!” 
“You can afford indigestible tidbits—they are genteel and ex- 


Vargaret Anglin is so used to doing Greck 
tragedy that even when dallying with mere 


clusive and that sort of thing—but the dear public must have only = English comedy, such as “Billeted,” she in- 
what is most propitious for the harmony of its interior. stinctively wears an Athenian kimono 
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From “Toot! Toot!” 

A troup of barefootGreek 
dancers have persuaded 
this gentleman that he is 
Bacchus. His wife, how- 
ever, begs to differ. 
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“So, Jim, the worst has 
come! You’ve taken to 
classic wriggling!” 

Edward Garvie and 
Flora Zabelle. 





q 


9 






IOCOOMMBwC#H 


| 


i+ RA-ZCOOL 












iZOCZAN<p 


$ f $s 


pression of Anna Wheaton 


Le 
ip / 
yo /\ lin . ey, 
“On Boy.” an ; 


/ a ry 
ae 
} fe apy 


A double-exposure im- —\ 
f os, 


ih, 


re ees 
-. 


reid 





wo eS 








\ 


Ba 













—~ADA2< 4 


~iMwWOZnD—CcC 
Vi—-O2-~-+*+s 
ON2Z—-AZNCA 


C— 9 AIM 9 bp — 


} 






Boy, page Mr. Sherlock Caruso. Here’s the Puzzle 


Song from ““Tue Love Mitv” for him to sing. It runs: 


Cutie, you see I am for you, 
Why am I not to have you, too? 
Gee, why are you and I to be 


: ‘ : corp ! 199 
Foreign as any enemy! From “Toot! Toot! 


Empty am I, for oh, I see, Porter: “Oh, lady, lady, doan’ let de conductor see 
You are O. K. and I N.G. dat quinine! Any dogs he kitches on dis train he jes 
Cutie, before I dash to you, throws out o’ de windah, an’ you kin hear ’em splosh.” 


Donald Macdonald, Louise Allen and Harry Fern. 


Am I to have you p. d. q.? 











An honorarium of $5 will be 
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ent by JupGe to any member of Uncle Sam’s fighting forces on land or sea 


whose contribution to this department is selected by the Editor as the funniest camp or ship story of 


the week. Accepted original jokes are paid for at the rate of one dollar each. 


A Limit to His Devotion 
By Corporal Ernest Otis, 36th Co., C. D. L. I. S8., Fort 
Terry, N. ¥ 

[* was during a sand storm that 

a private took refuge in one of 
the cook shacks. On entering he 
saw the lid was off the kettle in 
which the slum for mess was 
cooking. “Say, cook,” he said, “why 
don’t you put the lid on that stuff? 
It will get full of sand if you don’t.” 

The cook looked up from the eggs 
he was frying for his personal con- 
sumption and said: “ You just mind 
your own business. You were sent 


here to serve your country.” Where- 
upon the private meekly replied: 
“Yes, but not to eat it.” 





Drawn by Doe Rankin, 23d Infantry 


Musical Notes 
First medical student—Are you 
going to that Appendicitis Lecture 
this afternoon? 
Second medical student—No, I'm 
tired of those organ recitals. 


Classified 
By Norman M. Moss, Co. 115, U.S. M. ¢ 


mingo 


. Santo Di 


A sentry on post was being ques- 
tioned by the Officer of the Day. 

“Do you know your General 
Orders?” 

“No, sir.” 

“What’s your name, sentry?” 

“H. B. Haberling, sir.” 

“What rank?” 

“ Rear rank, sir.” 
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Drawn by Laurence Stout, 107th Infantry 
IDDEN in the picture, to the left, is the 
Twenty-seventh Division marching to 

billets in France. To the right is a dinner 
table under the trees, set with wines and all 
the delicacies of the season around which pri- 
vates are taking seats to fall to mess. But so 
well has the artist concealed these important 
military maneuvers, to prevent the enemy 
discovering the position of our forces, that 
the whole presents the appearance of nothing 
suspicious 
Strategy 
By Frank C. Hewitt, Co. C, 23d U.S. Eng., A. FE. P. 

Exasperated drill-master (to ex- 
mule skinner)—“ Right face! Right 
face, | said, you bonehead— Left 
face! Where’s your brains, man? 
They sure ain’t in your head or your 
feet. Now, get this! Right face! 
Oh, hell! (Pauses for reflection.) 
All right. now we have it.—Gee!— 
Haw!—Haw!—Gee!—’Ata boy'” 

Things a Sailor Learns 

By Serot. Robert 11. Michel, 308th Signal Field Battalion 

Distress signals: At sea, “S. O. 
S.”; on land, “C. O. D.” 





The Lucky Man 
Liew. W.H. Payne, Fort San Jacinto, Texas, cap- 


tures this week's 85 prize 
j T Fort Sar Ja into, Gal eston, Tex - the 
i following notice was posted on the 


bulletin board of one of the companies of 
drafted men: 
“ Have your mail addressed as follows: 
John K. Brown, 
11th Company, Fort San Jacinto, 
Galveston, Texas.” 
In a few days a deluge of letters began to 
arrive for John K. Brown. 











Send in your humor, boys. 


Playing Safe 
By Someone in Camp Forrest, Ga. 

“Sir,” explained the company clerk 
to his commander, a newly com- 
missioned officer of Hebrew parent- 
age, “here is a list of equipment this 
organization is held accountable 
for.” 

“You mean to tell me,” replied 
the C. O., “that I am held responsi- 
ble for all those things?” 

“Yes, sir,”’ answered the C. C. 

“Then,” decided the C. O., after 
figuring a bit, “I'll just make the 
papers over in my wife’s name.” 





Drawn by George A. Sousa, U. 8. Marine Corps 


In Uncle Sam’s Navy 
Ensign—See the Captain on that 
bridge, five miles away? 
Gun-pointer—Aye, aye, sir. 
Ensign—Hit him in the eye with a 
13-inch shell. 
Gun-pointer—Which eye, sir? 


No Time for Delay 
By Private Clarence G. Tyson, 20th Company, 154th 
Depot Brigade 
The other evening a certain pri- 
vate who had been away on a 36- 
hour furlough got back to camp at 
10 instead of 8 p.m. As he hurried 
along toward his barracks, a sentinel 
shouted “Halt!” 
“Halt, nothing,” answered Jones, 
“I’m two hours late now.” 
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HEN the Judge doffs his ermine and 
asks the court to decide what is 


Humor, we give it up, and would like 
to know what we have been laughing at any- 
way.—Pensacola (Fla.) Journal. 

Laughing at yourself, my boy—yourself 
as seen in the other fellow when he describes 
a parabola over the eternal banana-peel or 
when his wife or mother-in-law bests him in 
a verbal wrangle. All said and done, humor 
is merely the pitiless X-ray which shows up 

> all of us as we are—shows us stripped of the 
garb of dignity, shows us prancing around 
in our shirt-tail, as it were. 
* * * 

“Loafing has become an obsolete calling,”’ 
says the Nashville Banner. The attention of the 
Banner is respectfully called to Palm Beach.— 
Birmingham A ge-Herald. 

And with less respect it may be pointed 
out that some considerable loafing is ob- 
servable in Washington. 

> * * 

Every sucker is somebody’s visible means of 
support.—Toledo Blade. 

To succor is but human; to support di- 
vine—idiocy. 

. * * 

Mrs. William R. Coe has had the excellent 
judgment to delegate Mr. Chanler to treat the 
sun parlor of her house at Oyster Bay... . 
Against the background of pearl-like irides- 
cence, Chanler has built his picture of enchant- 
ment. Great trees burdened with strange blos- 
soms shelter birds of all species—the most prig- 
gish of toucans, the most amorous of paroquets, 
the most exclusive of peacocks, the most elusive 
of ospreys. To all the radiance of their tropical 
plumage are added the splendor of action, the 
treasure of liveliness. The feathered galaxy 
stalks amid beds of lilies and drinks from pools 
fringed with orchids. The birds philander from 
moss-covered rocks and points of vantage, 
shaded by tropical vegetables, and the entire 
scene is so wrought with poetry, romance and 
humor that one must feel that Chanler is 
veritably the true artist of the war.—The 
(Society) Chronicle. 

The carnal horrors of Verdun and the 
bloody wastes of the Marne are but a young 
girl’s dream of Paradise compared with the 
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Keeping the house supplied with 
water from a nearby well was 
one of the numerous tasks W.L. 
Douglas was called upon to per- 
form while “bound out” peg- 
ging shoes, at the age of seven. 


























Copyright, W.L.Douglas Shoe Co. 











W. L. Douglas name and the 
retail price is stamped on the Py 
bottom of every pair of shoeso 
before they leave the factory. 
The value is guaranteed and | 
the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. 
You can save money by wear- 
ing W. L. Douglas shoes. The 
best known shoes in the world. 
"The quality of W. L. Douglas product is _| 

guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
perience in making fine shoes. The smart 
styles are the leaders in the fashion centres , 
of America. They are made in a well- ~ Best in the World 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 $2 
the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
mination tomake the best shoes fo: the price that money can buy. 
"The retail prices are the same everywhere. They cost no 

more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION — Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price FA stamped on the bottom and the in- 
side top facing. This is your cow tection against 
high prices forinferior shoes. BE RE OF FRAUD. 
Sold by over 9000shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
make. Write for booklet, showing how to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 


resident 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 
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Tagore, the 


that Sir 
Indian 


announced 
celebrated 


uM its 


Rabindranath 
poet, 


quivering nightmare evoked by this writer's 
epic on interior decoration. One hopes that 
the philandering fowls amid their riot of 
ol “tropical vegetables” do not blot out the rule 
radiance of Mrs. Coe’s sun-parlor. Truly not 
this Bolsheviki bird-house has won for the 
decorator his place in the sun as “the true 
artist of the war,” if what this opulent 
catalogue says of his work is but half true. 


made several triumphal tours of this country, 
is in the service of the German government and 
helped to organize a conspiracy against British 
Luckily, Omar 
with German 


in India. 


been won over 


Dayton News. 

Nor has Virgil been caught sending help- | 
ful wireless messages to the Potsdam gang. | 
We are not so sure of Homer, however, who 


Khayyam has 


once was strongly recommended as a mili- 
taristic poet by murderer Bill of Berlin. 
* * * 

I still am pausing for a reply to my query: 
What is a wizick?—Beau Broadway in New 
York Telegraph. 

We are ashamed of you, Beau Broadway. 
We thought every schoolboy knew that a 
wizick is an indecorous fribble jinxed upon 
the anorex of the profanum dix or kitchen 
species of brutum cudwhelper. 


money.— 


} 
who has 
| 








The fatigue uniform for civilians and service men 


raultles 


Sites 
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‘The NIGHTwear of a Nation!” 














* * * 
LOST—On Friday, March 8, vicinity of 5th 
Ave., between 43d and 58th Streets, a flexible 
diamond and sapphire platinum bracelet. 
Liberal reward paid upon return to Blank & 
Blank, Maiden Lane.—New York Times. 
Small chance of recovering so priceless a 
gem as a flexible diamond. What? 
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W. 42nd St. Kveuings at 8:30. 
ELTINGE “aes 
Saturday at 2: 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 














REPUBLIC wists" WeaPana “Sat at 2330. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM | 


and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 











“None can afford to miss it 


” 





“CHEER UP!” | “tai. 
neiten | ATPPODROME 


staged by 
R.H. Burnside Seats 6 Weeks Ahead 

















COHAN & HARRIS M,iaciWea?ina'Sat: 238: 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


by HARRY JAMES SMITH 


Extremely Novel, Clever Pla 


with GRANT MITCHELL 





brady PLAYHOUSE Mists Wea. “ana Sar 
THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘‘The Music Master’”’ 
By Harry James Smith, with MARY RYAN 





Mats. Tues, 


WINTER GARDEN “iivi. US 2 


AL JOLSON 1 “SINBAD” 





44th ST. THEA.,W. of B’way. Evs. 8. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2. 
Charming Play 


MAYTIME “win'micc 


Charles Purcell, Peggy Wooi, William Norris 





BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. Wei. 28x. at’? So. 


SEVENTEEN 


The STUART 
WALKER Co. 





in Tarkington's 
39th or. B'way. 


Maxine Elliott’s (*i:i. 


EYES OF YOUTH 


JAN 
GRE 


Evs. 8: 30. 
Wed. and Sat. 2:30. 








| Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Reoue of 


the New York Theatres 





Business Berore PLeAsurE—Eltinge. 
Abe and Mawruss as film producers, 
find that a vampire is safer on the 


screen than in your wife’s  suspi- 
cions. 
Cueer Up—Hippodrome. Stupendous 
stunts. 
Cuu Cuin Cuow—Century. Ali Baba 


and the Forty Thieves make a spectacle 
of themselves. 

CopreRHEAD, THe—Shubert. The most- 
hated hero, powerfully portrayed by 
Lionel Barrymore. 

Cure ror CurasBLes, A—39th Street. 
William Hodge turns a bunch of rest- 
cure cranks into hardy gardeners. 

Eyes or Youta—Mazxine Elliott. “‘What 
future will you choose?” asks the 
crystal-gazing Yogi of the heroine. 


“What futures have you got?” she 
retorts. And he shows her. 
Fio-Fto—Cort. The alleged lure of 
lingerie. 
FoLttow THE Girt—Broadhurst. Walter 


Catlett leads the pursuit with gusto. 

Fountain or Youtu, THe—Henry Miller. 
Henry’s way of celebrating the opening 
of his new theatre. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. Lively aviation farce 
interrupted occasionally by catchy tunes. 

Happiness—Criterion. A_ prescription 
for felicity, written by Dr. Manners, 
and filled by Laurette Taylor. 


Her Country—Punch & Judy. Home 
life of the Huns. 

Jack O” Lantern—Globe. Fred the 
Inimitable proves that this is the 
Stone age of drama. 

Littte Teacuwer, THe — Playhouse. 


Mary Ryan foils a gipsy and fascinates 
a lumberjack. 

Lomparpi, Ltp.—Morosco. 
morals. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, THoe—48&th 
Street. The evolution of a slacker. 
Marionetres—Punch & Judy. (Special 
performance only.) Tony Sarg’s clever 
dolls show what can be accomplished 

by pull. 

Master, Toe—Hudson. Arnold Daly as 
a superman with a slippery wife. 

Maytime—44th Street. Musical comedy, 
with charm in place of the usual noise 
and horseplay. 

Mrs. Warren’s Proression—Comedy. 
The Washington Square Players have 
induced the lady to prolong her stay. 

Mipnicut Frotic—New Amsterdam Roof. 
Gorgeous gaiety in a gilded garret. 


Orr Cuance, THe—Empire. Well- 


Modes and 


groomed horsy comedy in which Ethel 
Barrymore breaks in a wild young son- 
in-law. 

Ou, Lavy, Lapy!—Princess. The Bolton- 
Wodehouse-Kern authorship team re- 
tain the musical comedy championship, 
defeating all comers. 








JUDG 


On, Loox!—Vanderbilt. Harry Fox 
gay with a roll of thousand-dollar bills 

Pair oF Petticoats, A—44th Siren? 
Roof. Witty war comedy that is light 
as air and almost as refreshing. 

PAN AND THE YOUNG SHEFHERD—Green. 
wich Village. Pastoral spring fervor 

ParLor, BEpRoomM AND Batu—Re public, 
Risky goings-on in a road house. 

Potty witu A Past—Lyceum. 
friskiness for plot purposes. 

Rainsow Girt, THoe—New Amsterdam, 
Yet another melody melange. 

Seven Days’ Leave—Park. War thrills, 
as vivid and as probable as though | 
they had just been dramatized from the 
N. Y. Evening Telegram. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. Romeo at the awk- 
ward age. 

Sick-a-Bep—Gazety. This patient has a ° 
beautious nursie, but what he really 
needs is a chaperon. 

SinsAp—Winter Garden. Al Jolson as 
sumes irresponsibility for many damsels, 

SeuaB Farm, Tue—Bijou. <A_ merry | 
muck-rake of the movies. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
A dress suit as the open sesame to suc- 
cess and Society. 

TiGeER Rose—Lyceum. A _ fascinating 
Canuck-ess hides her lover from the 
forest cop. 

Toot! Tootr!—Cohan. 
a Pullman car. 

Wuy Marry—Astor. Three-act ques- 
tionaire for marriage service. 

Witp Duck, THoe—Plymouth. Ibsen ina 
brilliant and almost-human mood. 
Yes or No—Longacre. ‘Two plays at 

once, or, a stage divided against itself. 
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A Timely Revision 
By Corinne Rockwe.it Swain 


ND it’s will you dine with me, my lads? 
And it’s will you dine with me? 
It is a peck of pommes de terre 
I offer unto ye; 
All steaming from the kettle, lads, 
And flanked with gems of corn; 
We'll save the meat and wheat, my lads, 
And laugh the foe to scorn! 
Then taste, lads, nor waste, lads, 
Your song on thriftless “‘suds!”’ 
In war-time lays we'll sing the praise 
Of brown October spuds! 
No Real Necessity 
“TN spite of the talk that’s going round, } 
I don’t see no pertickler need for ¢ 
better roads yurabouts,” said Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “Us 
old-timers are plumb used to ’em as they 
are, and don’t keer one way or the other. 
When a newcomer from the North, who 
has bought land expecting to make his 
everlasting fortune, manages to sell out, 
as he leaves he cusses the roads, anyhow, 
b’cuz he can’t get away no faster. And 
when we tar-and-feather some feller and 
set him to running he never pays no at 
tention to the roads a-tall, being as he 
hits only the high spots as he goes, and them 
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[with the College Wits | 


We Ask You 
If you don’t feel just right, 
If you can’t sleep at night, 
If you moan and sigh, 
If your throat is dry, 
If you can’t smoke or drink, 
If your grub tastes like ink, 
If your heart doesn’t beat, 
If you’ve got cold feet, 
If your head’s in a whirl— 








WHY DON’T YOU MARRY THE 
GIRL?—Tviger. 
There Before 
She fell with a light sigh into his arms. Her 
head tilted backward and their lips met. She 


turned her head and spoke: 

“You understand, don’t you, Jack, that I’ve 
never done a thing like this before?’’ she asked 
anxiously. 

He, thinking of what has just happened: 
“Yes, but what an awful lot you must have in- 
herited from some one.”—Punch Bowl. 


The Kiss 
But 
NO 
Just 
No 
Once 
no 
Please 
n— 


*** * 


Henry, why don’t you shave!!—Widow. 


Didn’t Know 
“What are the wild bells saying, my love?” 
“I don’t know, dear, I don’t speak their 
clanguage.’’—Medlev. 


A Long Way to Go 

Fair maiden preparing for the annual phys- 
ical exam overlooked the “angel-robe”’ supplied 
for modesty’s sake, and appeared fairylike be- 
fore the surprised doctor. 

“Well—where did you come from!” gasped 
the doctor. 

“I—I’m from Chicago!” was the blushing 
reply.—W idow. 











HOTEL SEVILLE 


Fifth Ave. and 29th St., New York City 


Convenient to all best shops. 

Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 

Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 

$2.00 per day. 
Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
$2.50 per day upward. 

Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day. 


Descriptive booklet, with room plan, stating all 
Prices, on request. 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mer. 
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“The Spirit of War Service 


In a dark hole hidden among 
sparse brushwood are the telephone 
operators, some of whom have been 
for months in their damp cave cease- 
lessly swept by shells. 





Alone in the midst of war's deso- 
lation, the telephone lineman crawls 
to mend the broken wires. 





On all sides the thunder of artillery; 
in the air bursting shrapnel. 


And they are admirable, all these 
heroes of the Signal Corps, whether 


serving in darkness or in the all too 
bright light of day. 


| He faces danger with that uncon- 
‘querable spirit of war service which 
permits him to think only of maintain- 
‘ing the telephone connections. 

| The safety of the troops depends 
‘on these lines of communication, often 
used for the sentries’ warnings, the 
carrying of official commands and the 
summoning of reinforcements. 


The spirit of war service, over here 
as well as over there, furnishes the 
nerves, the endurance, the morale— 
the stuff that wins war. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 


AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
Universal Service 





One Policy One System 








They Lived Happily Ever After 

“T love you!” he shuddered into her beauti- 
ful, pink, shell-like ear. 

“Tf that is the case, Giuseppi,”’ she palpitated 
hysterically, with a glance at his citizen’s cloth- 
ing, ““why do you not obey the call to arms?’’ 

He took the hint.— Record. 


The Child Philosopher 
Behold the cheery centipede; 
Of boots and shoes it has no need. 
With blithesome heart it onward goes— 
It’s hard to stub five hundred toes. 
—Lampoon 


Johnny’s Grievance | 

“Oh, no!” soliloquized Johnny bitterly; 

“there isn’t any favorites in this family. If 

I bite my finger-nails I get a rap over the 

knuckles, but if the baby eats his whole foot, 
they think it’s cute.”—Awgwan. 


9 


Going for More 
Seph—What’s all the hurry, Frosh? 
Frosh—Our chemistry professor is overcome 
with gas. 
Soph—Going for a doctor? 
Frosh—No, more gas.— Burr. 























NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


D'FFERENT from anything you have ever 
tried in the soft drink line. 


As substantial, satisfying and enjoyable as 
bread and butter—Good all the time. 


U p-to-Date Grocers, Druggists and Dealers 
c. H. EVANS & SONS Established 1786 HUDSON, WN. Y. 


COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let’s see what you can do with it. Cartoon- 
ists and illustrators earn from $20.00 to $125.00 
or more per week. My practical sysiem of per- 
sonal individual lessons by mail will develop 
your talent. Fifteen years’ successful work for 
newspapers and mayazines qualifies me to teach 
you. Send sketch of Uncle Sam with 6c in stamps 
for test lesson plate; also collection of drawings 
showing possibilities for YOU. State your age. 


The Landon School % dlesscniin? 


1483 Schofield Building, Cleveland, 


tLOTE at 63rd Street, NEW YORK 


OST conveniently situated hotel at popular rates in the 

heart of everything. Rates single rooms, $1. Room with 
quivate bath, $1.50. Parlor Bedroom and bath (for 2)$2.50. | 
[rite for booklet “What's Going On.” P. VV. LAND, Manager. | 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS | 
PAPER WAREHOUSE}! 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street | 
Branch Warehouses : 
30 Beekman Street, New Vork, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. 1. 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 






LICENSE REQUIRED 
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Distinguished 
“T notice that Deuxbar is spoken of as 
a distinguished voung officer.” 
“Yes, he is one of the very few who 
didn’t marry last year.” 


A Remarkable Constitution 

Dr. De Witte—I shall never forget my 
first patient. He had me on the anxious 
seat, I must confess. 

Rivers—Did you come out all right? 

Dr. De Witte—Oh, yes. Fortunately 
his strong constitution pulled us both 
through. 
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Drawn by C. S. Ricsy 
Professor Sharp finds the Periscope very 
practical in the jungle. 


Mistaken Identity 

A tall official looking man with a pocketbook 
in his hand called upon a suburban resident 
and observed: 

“IT beg your pardon, Mr. Jones, but I believe 
you possess a—ah, yes, a black retriever dog, 
with a white patch on his breast.” 

Visions of unpaid dog taxes arose before Mr. 
Jones, and he said: 

“Oh, no, dear, no. He is a poor stray brute.” 

“‘Oh, indeed,” said the stranger; “‘the fact is, 
my client, Mr. Smith, shot the dog this morning, 
and I came round to compromise the matter by 
offering you $25, but, of course, if he is not your 
dog, why—good morning!”—San Antonio 
Light. 

Gratitude 

“IT see that your uncle gave you a 
motor car?” 

“Yes, but 
endow it.” 


the old skinflint didn’t 
Quite a Change 
Black—When young Sharper first came 
to work in the bank he was bashful in his 
manners. 
White—And now that he’s gone they 


find he’s shy in his accounts. 











Se. Fruit 
Tablets 
Poched Right: 








Lime Tabs 
Lemon Tabs 
Clove Tabs 
Anise Tabs 
Orange Tabs 
Butter Tabs 
Assorted Tabs 


“: 


Eighteen 5c packages 
At your druggist for 90c, or send us $1.00 and we will send it prepaid. 
The _ soldier cannot drink water. 


The English have found sour hard candy a “Godsend.” 
well 


S20 West 36th Street, New York Cay 
fe pees Reng of Comet Mahone 


It disagrees with him. 

















‘“No Man’s Land” 
By 


David Robinson 


6 le clever picture, i7 

full colors, just as it 
appeared on the cover of a 
recent issue of JUDGE, 
mounted on a_ heavy mat, 
11 x 14, ready for framing, 
makes an attractive decora- 
tion for any man’s “ Land.” 


It will be mailed post free 
upon receipt of twenty-five 
cents, cash or stamps. Write 


Judge Art Print 
Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 














Politics 
“Do you think government ownership 
of railroads would benefit the country?” 
“T don’t know about that, but it would 
add about half a million votes for the poli- 
ticians to play with.” 


Cutting It Short 
The Spring 
Has sprung. 
My sing 
Is sung. 


Why? 
Most of us are for denying Germany 4 
place in the League of Nations. Then 
why permit her to be represented m 
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From the Soldier Boys 
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The Bugler 


Chester W. Shafer, Ambulance 339, 310th Sanitary 
Train, Camp Custer, Mich. 


[’ civil life the pestiferous, wauling 
tomcat was the bane of a peaceful 
existence. Now we have the bugler. 
We used to hurl a shoe at the cat and go 
back to sleep. Now all we can do is 
swallow hard and cultivate goose-pimples. 
There would be good money in an exter- 
minator for buglers. Put up in the form 
of a powder it would have a ready sale. 
Once there was a soldier who invented a 
brick for heaving at buglers. The patents 


By Private 





/ . 
An 


The soldier has been as- 
sured a monument at the lower end of the 


are pending. 


main street back home. A bugler is a 
bugler. There is noother definition. Any 
further elucidation would transform this 
essay into a hymn of hate. Nearly every- 
one will be happy when the world is made 
safe for democracy and there is freedom 
of the seas. But no soldier will be satis- 
fied to sit down and rest blissfully until 
the last bugler has been cornered, crated 
and shipped to the Smithsonian Institute. 


Cantonment Romance—By Mail 
By Frank Slater, Headquarters 55th H. A. Brigade 


EAR SAMMY: 

No doubt you will be surprised to re- 
ceive a letter from someone you do not 
know. You see, I really don’t know 
whether you are married or single, so of 
course I think this is a very bold deed to 
perform. 

I saw your name and address written 
on the side of a troop train some weeks 
ago, and as I am intensely patriotic (I 
have already offered my services as a Red 
Cross nurse), and as I am awfully proud 
of all our Sammies, I have at last sum- 
moned sufficient courage to write to you. 

First of all, dear Sammy, don’t think 
that 1am overstepping the mark in any 
way, as I don’t mean to do so. 


I will now describe myself. I am a 








Rople of culture and 
refinement invariably 
PREFER. Deities 
to any other cigarette. 
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nineteen-year-old High School girl, very 


lair, blue eyes and wavy, blonde hair. I 
also have dimples. I am considered very 
good looking by all my friends. 

[ am a bover of music, and can play a 
ukelele, a jew’s-harp, a mandolin, and, of 
course, a piano. Rag-time seems to ap- 
peal to me more than anything else. I 
come of a good family, my father being a 


retired banker. I am full of fun and love 
to have good times. Of course, I mean 
the right kind of good times. 

Possibly you may not be able to read 
this, but more likely you will not care to. 
If, perchance, you do get this far, please 
decide to answer it and tell me all about 
yourself and how you like army life. 
First I want to impress upon you the fact 
that it is entirely out of the ordinary for 
me to do such a thing as this. 

Hoping to get an answer real soon, I am, 

Your unknown friend, 
Miss Lotta Stiusu. 


My pear Miss Stusu: 

Although I have received many letters 
from girls who noticed the address I 
wrote on the side of a troop train, I have 
decided to answer none of them but yours. 
The others were too silly, and from the 
description given, the girls were of types 
which did not appeal to me. 

There isn’t much to tell about army life 
except that it is very monotonous and 
lonesome to me. As I am an orphan, and 





seldom receive letters from anyone, you 
can imagine how much pleasure your let- 
ter has given me. Won’t you continue 
to cheer me up? Please say yes. 

Often the sight of my comrades receiv- 
ing packages containing candy, cake, 
cigarettes, sweaters and all manner of 
presents and good things to eat causes me 
to wish that I, also, had someone to cheer 
me up with some good old home cook- 
ing. 

Of course, not knowing you very well as 
yet, I hesitate to say the things I would 
like to say if we were face to face and knew 
each other better. But I will say that out 
of all the letters I have received, I have 
chosen yours because you seem to be a girl 
capable of cheering up a lonely soldier 
who is waiting most anxiously for an 
answer. 

Sincerely and truly yours, 
PrivaTE Take A. CHANCE. 

P. S. When sending parcel post pack- 
ages to our camp, be careful that the ad- 
dress is plainly written, as they sometimes 
get lost. 











ROMEIKE’S *3.Gk0""° 
We will send you all newspaper clippings which 


may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘“up-to- 


date.’’ Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 

















Cuticura 
For Baby’s 
Itchy Skin 


All druggists; Boap 25, Oint- 

ment 25 and 60, Talcum 25. 

Sample each free of ‘‘Cuti- 
cura, Dept. B, Boston." 
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AGE'S 


GLUE «::: 


TUBES 


[E 


MEND-DONT SPEND 











HOTEL FLANDERS j2WORC23 

NEW YORK CITY 
ST OFF BROADWAY 

The right kind of a hotel in the right locality. Inthe heart of the theater district and 

adjacent tothe shopping centers. ely fireproof Excellent cuisine and an ¢x- 

ceptional orchestra A large addition just completed, containing library, grill and 

billiard ball. Handsomely Furnished Rooms, Private Bath. 

$2.00 PER DAY UPWARD 
From Grand Sentral Station, cars marked Broadway" without transfer; Pennsylvania 
Station, 7th Ave. cars without transfer. Booklet upon request. H. R. Shares, Prop 
























Old Sown Canoes 


A String of Beauties 


A local river, lake or bay and your Old 
Town Canoe will give you a world of pleas- 
ure. Old Towns take you where the fish- 
ing and camping are best. They are buoy- 
ant, speedy, staunch—the ideal 
canoe for sport. Write for catalog. 

OLD TOWN CANOE co. 
1746 Main St. Old T. 














Mrs. Newtywep—lIs this the taxidermist? 
Voice on ’PHone—Yes, ma’am. 
“You stuff birds, don’t you?” 
“Yes ma’am.” 
“Well, what would you charge to come up here 
and stuff the turkey we have for dinner? I don’t 
know how.’ , 


Your Age, Please? 
The British Parliament has granted the 
right of suffrage to women over thirty. 
Who says the English have no sense of 
humor? 


Pertinent Suggestion 
Curator (to museum trustee)—Don’t 
you think we better get specimens of coal, 
sugar and milk before they become 
extinct? 


f BECOME AN EXPERT 

Executive Accountants command big salaries. Thousands of firms 
need them. Only 2,000 Certified tery Accountantsin U.S. Many are 
earning $3,000 to $10, 000a year. We train you thoroughly by mail in 

re timetor C.P.A. Examinations or executive accourtting positions. 
Reowledee of bookkeeping unnecessary to begin—we prepare youfrom 
ground up. Our course and service is under the supervision of a large 
staff of C. P. A's, including William B. Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., 
former Compt roller and Instructor, University of lilinois; Wm. Arthur 
Chase, LL. M.,C.P.A., Ex-Secretary Illinois State Board of Account- 
ancy; and aiosaaaniie rsof American Institute of Accountants. Low 
tuition fee—easy terms. Write now for free book of Accountancy facts. 


LaSalle Extension University Dept. 482-H, Chicago 


“The World's Greatest Extension University” 


FREE TRIAL 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your choice of 90 styles of theffamous 
edmont genuine Southern Red 

Cedar Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 

pay the freight. A Piedmont protects 

fers, woolens and plames from moths, pi t 

mice, dust and damp. Distinetively F ireet ry 

beautiful. Wonderfully useful and eco- **¢tory to Home 
nomical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest birthday or wedding 
gift. Write teday for big Catalog. Postpaid free. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 30, Statesville, N.C. 
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His Faultless English 


By Mary Grauam PonnerR 


‘“*WT’S a beautiful day,” said the dash- 
ing French officer to the American 
girl whom he had just met at a smart 

New York reception. 

a es,” she agreed, “it is a beautiful 
day.’ 

A pause followed and then the French 
officer spoke once more in the same fault- 
less English. 

“Tt’s a beautiful day.” 

“Most certainly, without a doubt,” she 
said, “it is a beautiful day.” 

Another pause followed. She made 
some idle remarks, he smiled, nodded his 
head in the wrong place and answered 
nothing, until for the third time 
he said, 

“Mademoiselle, it is a beautiful day.” 
And he shrugged his shoulders and tried 
to gaze beyond the palms and the orches- 
tra and the curtains so he could catch a 
glimpse of the sunshine which would prove 
his one point. 

“He is so dashing in appearance, so 
good to look upon, and he has won medals 
for bravery,” the girl thought to herself, 
“what a great pity he is so extremely 
dull.” 

He smiled and she said that the music 
was good and he nodded, just as he should 
have done when suddenly a new idea 
struck her. She had thought he could 
speak English because his one remark re- 
peated three times had been said without 
the trace of an accent. But perhaps he 
only knew one or two little speeches 
and had learned to pronounce those 
perfectly. She would try to speak 
French and see if he were any more of 
a conversationalist. 

“T speak French,” she said in his own 
language. A radiant smile came over the 
officer’s face. 

“Ah, Mademoiselle,” he said in his own 
native tongue, “how happy Iam! I meet 
you beautiful ladies over here, you are so 
exquisite and charming and all I am sure 
of saying correctly is that the day is 
beautiful. I feel like a fool, and I long to 
say more to you beautiful ladies.” 

He proved to be one of the most inter- 
esting talkers she had met in many a day. 
How glad she was her hostess had intro- 
duced him to her and how stupid she felt 
that she had mistaken his one perfect 
English sentence for -a mastery of the 
language. 

vs Nev er again,” she told the officer later 
on, “will I judge foreigners, even if they 
do say a few words in faultless English, 
until I find out if they can speak any more 
of the language. For think how dread- 
fully we would feel if the Frenchwomen 
thought our splendid, bright American 
boys and men were stupid because 
they had learned to say in faultless 
French, 

“Tt is a beautiful day,” or “Paris is a 
wonderful city!” 











Leslie-Judge 
Representatives WANTED 


In Small Towns and Country Districts 


Wwe want you to help us introduce to the firesides 
of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE, 
and the magazine of the happy side of the movies, 
FILM FUN, and America’s Only Illustrated News- 
paper, LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 

Young men and young women (17 to 21) preferred. f 
No experience necessary. We teach and help you to 8 
secure subscriptions for three and six months and a year. 
No Single Copy Sale. 

Use your spare time evenings, holidays, etc., and earn 
from $5 to $25 a week, or put in all of your time during 
the winter and earn double this amount. 

Answer quickly so you can start now. Give population 
and description of town, township or territory you think 
you can cover. 
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LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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The Unlamented 
ONE is heatless Monday, 
Is the joyful cry. 
No one wants to meet it 
In the by-and-by, 


With the “Closed” sign on it, q 
Buyless, bargainless, 
Full of keen vexations, 7 


Full of nervous stress. 


Vanished is Blue Monday, 
With its pallid face, 
With its war-need pleading 
As its only grace; 
And the prospect’s rosy, 
*Stead of mournful hue; 
So this change of color b 
Nobody will rue. i 


Gone is shut-up Monday, 
Open ’tis once more, 
With its aim accomplished 
In a greater store. 
We were wiilling victims 
To it, as a pawn 
In the war game pressing; 
But we’re glad ’tis gone. 
Baltimore American. 
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Captain Kidd’s 
Treasure 
James Montgomery Flagg 


aah Re ‘ard 


Telling It to the 
Marines 
Tony Sarg 


A Present from Her 
Sailor Friend 
James Montgomery Flagg 





A Jill for Jack 
James Montgomery Flagg 





War Babies 
Will Rannells 





Heave 


Ho! 


Everybody 
loves 
the sailor 


Here are five 


pictures for 


everybody for 


they’re all 


full of snap 


and tang as a 


sea-breeze. 


They are full- 


color prints 


gx12,onheavy 


mats ready for 


the frame and 


they sell at 


$.25 





the five for 


$1.00 
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Paints His Wife 
By Grecory SporriswoopE 
HEN you view an exhibition 


Don’t you yearn for prohibition, 


True, the ladies all have “‘lines,”’ and 
Pulchritude of various kinds, and 
Often hair that’s, soon or later, ‘‘on the Titian.” 


First, perhaps, they pose—and gladly 
Afterwards a little sadly, 


life, 
As they’re painted mid the roses, 
And in all the other poses— 


badly. 


They are often pictured nudish, 

Other times they look quite prudish 
For a bushy painter’s portrait of his wife. 
Some in style impressionistic, 
Others not at all artistic- 

All are there, of all the schools, and multitudish. 


Standing up, maybe reclining, 
Quite demure, or more designing 

It’s getting so it pains me like a knife; 
Shown at breakfast, noon and twilight, 
Under sun—the moon—and skylight, 
In her nightie, in her tub, or dressed for dining. 


With an apron full of kittens, 

Or disguised in furs and mittens, 
It’s the same old family-painter, and his wife 
Who in grey, or mauve, or greenish, 
Growing stout or somewhat leanish- 

He dashed it off, he says, in fifty sittens. 





Grouped with hounds, or maybe horses, 
Playing golf upon the courses— 
Don’t let the chap deceive you, it’s his wife! 
Too, she’ll watch or sport at tennis- 
Man, I say the thing’s a menace 
That will only end with twenty-odd divorces. 


Yes, in all my dreary life the 

Thing has pierced me like a fife, the 
Awful stuff she’s had to stand for, also sit; 
If of two one must be hung, and 
Then the other’s praises sung, and— 

Better hang the family-painter, not his wifey. 


Omar in War-Time 
By Laura Simmons 
JUG of Grape-Juice underneath the 
Bough— 
A Hod of Coal, a Corn-meal Loaf—and 
Thou 
Beside me, mixing Meatless Things— 
Oh, well! we’ve got some Sugar anyhow! 


Gathering News 
The interviewed—Yes, I lost my hus- 
band in the disaster. 
The interviewer—Total loss, or was he 
insured? 


These New Fangled Names 
“‘T have a heck of a time trying to get 
the hang of these new names,” says 
Farmer Hornihand who has two daugh- 
tersin college. “I can’t never tell whuther 
you cook stuff in a camisole or wear a cas- 





serole fer a corset kiver.”’ 


The Painter-ManWho Always 





That will bar each man from painting of his wife? 


When they see they’ve drawn a job that lasts for 


There are those who do need painting, but not 








UDGE was one of the three 

J most popular publications in the 

camps in a list including all the 
leading magazines 


“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 


A Valuable Tip 
| 
| 


Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice,and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there.” 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address—either at camp 
or at the front—and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 














Conservation 
By R. D. Lucas 
ASKED Serena for a kiss, 
The sweetest sweet existing! 
When she refused to grant me this 
In vain I kept insisting. 


She said, “Imagine what rich treats 
After the war await you— 

Just now I am conserving sweets, 
I can’t accommodate you!” 


Modern Methods 
“Mr. Carburette’s features do not seem 
to harmonize with each other very well!” 
**No, probably he had his parts assem- 
bled.” 
No Good For Him 
Auto dealer—Our car has even climbed 
Mont Blanc. 
Prospective customer—I know, but I 
ain’t got no fish customers on Mont Blanc. 


SAVE WORK 


and Half the Time in 


TYPEWRITING && 


Entirely New Way—Learn at Home 












Typewrite the New Way, the easy way. 
Only 10 lessons 
and you increase 
your speed to 80 
to 100 words a 
minute guaran- 
teed. This revolu- 
tionary method is 
totally different 
from the old 
“touch system.” 
It is based on 
simple little gym- 
nastic finger exer- 

cises, practised away from the machine. Learn at home, in spare 
time. First day shows results. No interference with regular work. 
Entire course on trial. No money unless you are fully satisfied. 


80 to 100 Words a Minute Guaranteed 
Increased speed doubles and trebles salaries. Many formerly earn- 
ing only $8 to $15 per week are now drawing $25, $30 and even $40 
weekly—and their work is easter than ever before. 

7 We cannot attempt here to full 
32-Page Book FREE Ws_.Spc'this new nethod, but matt 
coupon or postal to-day for big 32- book, describing in’ detail this 
pe Ny system, the greatest step in advance since the invention 
of the typewriter itself. Learn of the oxpeens salary increases it 
d bringing everywhere. Easy for an any pas uick results. At least 

te. Send coupon or postal Address 
THE TULLOSS SCHOOL, 8544 College Hill, _Springfield, Ohic 
Please send me your free book about the New Way in Ty pewriting. 
This incurs no obligation on my part, 
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Wall Nuts 


By JAMES 
MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


This clever picture, in full 


colors, IIx14, mounted on a 
heavy mat, ready for the 
frame, sent prepaid for 


twenty-five cents. 


JUDGE ART PRINT 
DEPARTMENT L 


225 FIFTH AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 




















Strange V cations 


By C. L. Ep 
STRANGE occupat. was that 
of Adolph Zimmermai. He was 


pelican painter for the Natural 
History Museum. During the migratory 
season the farmers shipped thousands of 
these “rare specimens” to the Museum, 
and Adolph’s duty was to dig trenches 
and bury them in the back yard. 

** Are there any such strange occupations 
as yours,” the Custodian asked him, 
“such odd trades back in Germany?” 

Then Adolph told him of the following 
trades: 

Monocle Meister in the Fecht-Boden 
Verein. The duty of a monocle teacher in 
a dueling club is to show the English- 
aping young Prussians how to mount and 
ride a London high wheel monocle without 
letting their faces fall under it. 

Baumen-Fleischer. The duties of a 
wood butcher in Berlin is to carve tree 
trunks into hams and sausages and paint 
them to look the part when displayed in 
shop windows. 

Box Car Censor. Tramp poets and 
other gifted wayfarers in all lands use 
chalk and leadpencil to inscribe stanzas in 
box cars, on water tanks and on the walls 
of comfort stations. To check these, the 
best linguists of Heidelberg disguised as 
vagrants travel through all the Allied 
countries. Their duties as box car in- 
spectors are to enter all these unseemly 
places, read the rhymes and blot out un- 
complimentary references to the Kaiser. 

Pie Forcer in a Prison Camp. This job 
is performed by Americans with strong 
wrist muscles such as blacksmiths and 
horse-tooth pullers. German prisoners, 
stubbornly insisting that German apple- 
cake is the right name for American apple 
pie, refuse to eat their pie under that 
name. The pie forcer’s job is to make 
them eat the pie and say “Uncle.” 








Nickel-plate 


Wizard Repeating == 
LIQUID PISTOL ‘ 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to « 





arry without danger of leakage 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mail, 500. Rubber covered Holster, 0c. With Pistol, 55. 
order or pestage stamps, neo coin. 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave.. Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 


Meney 





you wealth Write for ‘Needed Inve ntions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 








Babies 


By A. B. Booru 


LMOST every one has a baby. 
The baby may be a canary, or an 
aged parent, or a shelf of first 

editions, or a wife, but the principle is the 
same. 

Of course a baby is primarily something 
to gohometo. If you are really ambitious 
and maintain a highly animate baby, it is 
something you have to go home to. All 
varieties have their advantages. If your 
baby is a collection of old china, you can 
stay out as often and as late as you like. 
But no old Staffordshire platter will ever 
watch for you at the window or run to 
bring your slippers. On the other hand, 
you never have to take it out on a dog 
leash or buy a license for it. And there’s 
no denying that the baby who watches 
at the window for you is hungry for what- 
ever you are in the habit of bringing home 
with you—food, petting, or a snappy line 
of conversation. The platter is absolutely 
disinterested. 

The people who keep real infant babies 
are immensely devoted to them, but this 
is not so much parental devotion as a 
frantic desire to atone. It’s hard ona nice 
young couple when they realize that the 
baby has Uncle Amos’s shifty eye and 
Aunt Sarah’s long nose. Their good in- 
tentions can not absolve them; it was 
their fault and no one else’s. So they try 
to get in so solid with the baby that when 
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“* The Curse of Drink’”’ 
This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 
for twenty-five cents, stamps, 


Judge Art Print 
Department 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 

















it grows up and finds out its handicap, it 
will forgive them, and the old, friendly re- 
lations will continue. 

Babies are the one perfect subject for a 
general conversation. The few who 
haven't babies are babies. 


| King of the Goats 


By Horace Seymour KELLER 


HEN a bachelor’s nursing his needle 
And cussing the dodgasted light, 
Viz, vainly essaying to wheedle 
The thread so it will point right; 
Aye, when he’s conserving a button 
And can’t find the hole, poor he! 
The while he is scorching his mutton, 
With no sugar in sight for his tea; 
Or when he is frosty and trembly, 
And finds no coals that ’wait 
To woo and to coo the assembly 
Of embers that ain’t in his grate; 
Why, then in a tone he grumbles 
Like a man come back to his sense, 
And like a lost soul he mumbles: 
““Oh, where are the girls of the whence?”’ 
Ah! then the rare maidens come smiling 
Along in the cloud that floats 
From his old friend brier beguiling, 
As he sighs: “I’m the king of the goats!” 





Out of Place 
OVE-MAKING is all right, but then 
At times ’tis practiced to excess. 
I think ’twas well if certain men 
Would love themselves a little less. 


— 
————— 


NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


In the center of everything. Large. well lighted and com 
| fortable rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. 
Only hotel having direct Subway connection with all rail 
road stations and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. 
Special luncheons. Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, 


$2.00 per day and up. FRANK KIMBLE, Manager. 
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Why 
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The Super Pleasures of Life? 


Why not enjoy yourself as others enjoy themselves who are more highly 
alive and who have super energy, super health, super vitality and super 
powers of every character, through conscious evolution? 


Why deny yourself the keenest of pleasures? Why miss the extreme 
joy of life? Why miss the super pleasures? 


F you cannot exert your greatest possible brain and body 
| power for long stretches at a time; if you cannot complete 

big tasks without feeling the need of rest afterwards; if you 
cannot be just as alert, as quick, as vibrant, as energetic at 
bed time as you are in your freshest morning hour; if you 
cannot resist and throw off the fatigue elements so that you 
are never compelled to rest or even let down in your activities 
of mind or body—if you cannot do these things you do not 
know what it is to live! You are sacrificing golden treasures 
and golden pleasures, you are giving up at least one-half of 
your rightful proportion of joy, happiness, pleasure, health, 
energy, vitality, strength and success—you are missing at 
least fifly per cent. of what you could easily secure out of life 
simply because you are so easily overpowered by negative 
elements. 


You Are Only One-Fourth to 
One-Half Alive! 


If you are inclined to lean up against something when stand- 
ing—if you are inclined to let your shoulders droop when 
sitting—if you wanit to go to bed early—if you are tired upon 
arising, if you feel that you must “be careful” not to do things 
that you would like to do—afraid to eat what you like, or 
work late and hard; or if you have a pet list of mental and 
physical “dont’s”"—you are missing at least three-fourths of 
what life holds for you! 

You are only one-fourth to one-half as alive as you think you 
are! The billions of tiny cells of which your body and brain 
are composed, are of varying degrees of activity—some are 
alive, some are weakened, some are practically lifeless and 
some are totally dead. The activity of your body and brain, 
their resistant powers against fatigue, their ability to think, 
create, accomplish, are entirely dependent upon the degree of 


activity of all the cells. Most people have a predominant 
quantity of antagonizing, non-alive cells, which master and 
overpower the live elements, making them easy victims of 
“averagitis.”” 


' Are You Suffering From 
Averagitis? 


Averagitis is the disease of being only an average, or below 
average person, instead of an exceptional person. Most peo- 
ple are only average in health, average in wealth, average in 
mental capacity, average in everything instead of being ex- 
ceptional in health, exceptional in wealth, exceptional in mental 
capacity, exceptional in everything. 

Perhaps you think there is no hope for you—that Nature has 
made you what you are—that itis natural for you to get 
tired—that Nature governs your destiny—that nothing you 
can do will change your position or prospects. The truth is 
that*Nature makes us only as great, as mentally alert, as 
physically powerful as we compel her! We hold in our hands 
our own fate. One man molds ordinary nothings while the 
sculptor molds the same clay into magnificent masterpieces. 
So do some of us mold our‘own material into ordinary nothings 
while others make of themselves locomotives of energy, power, 
activity, and giants in mental equipment. 

You*are Nature—Nature is You. The material with which 
you have to work is the billions of cells in your system. By 
cultivating and developir-g these cells through CONSCIOUS 
EVOLUTION you can become as exceptional as you desire in 
every department of the dy, including the brain, mind and 
personality. Conscious Evolution can so develop the brain 
and nefvous system, the heart, the liver, the kidneys, the 
muscles, the stomach, in fact every organ and part of the body 
so that you will not know what it is to feel tired or listless, 


you will not know what it is to have indigestion or any of the 
ailments or complaints that sufferers from “‘averagitis” must 
have! Conscious Evolution will make you look better to 
others and to yourself. Conscious Evolution will so supply 
you with reserve energy that you will not suffer from over- 
eating or over-exertion—you will be able to withstand ex- 
cesses, break Nature's laws,—make your own laws of Nature. 
And the most remarkable thing about Conscious Evolution is 
that no drugs, medicine, appliances, @paratus, cold baths, 
violent exercise, or any other dangerows or disagreeable ele- 
ment is required—there is nothing’ to*give up, nothing to do 
that you will object to; it requires an average of less than 
fifteen minutes a day, and the beneficial results are noticeable 
after the first five minutes! 


Don’t Labor Under Handicaps 


Conscious Evolution can make your brain so quick-acting, 
so powerful in thought, so fatigue-proof, so eager 
to grapple with problems that your material success will 
amaze you! Conscious Evolution will make you so great in 
health and mind power that it will never be late enough for 
you to feel sleepy, or early enough for you to want to remain 
in bed, and no task will ever be dreaded.» You will not be 
handicapped by detracting physica] disorders or mental ineffi- 
ciency because you will have left them behind. You will not 
know there is such a thing as failure. 

Without the knowledge of how to Consciously Evolutionize 
every cell, tissue and organ of the body, you are depriving 
yourself of pleasures and advantages for which you have been 
wishing all your life—you are living an inferior life, you are 
denying yourself the success that can easily be yours. Why 
deny yourself the super pleasures and super joys, the real and 
substantial happiness? How long will you let your negative 
elements rule you? 


These New Copyrighted Books Are Free 


“CONSCIOUS EVOLUITION” and **‘THE SCIENCE OF 
LIFE’’ are the A, B, C of evolution and persistent youth. 


These books explain Conscious Evolution and the human 
body as it has never been explained before. 
the Swoboda theory and the laws of mind and body. They 
startle, educate and enlighten. 
explain as never before the reason for 
the evolution of the mind and body. 

They tell how the cells and their energies build the 
organs and the body, and how to organize the cells be- 
yond the point where Natureleft off for you, and where 
you, as Nature, may continue your self evolution. 
These books will give you a better understanding of 
yourself than you could obtain through reading all of 
the books on all of the sciences and philosophies on 
the subject of mind and body. 

**CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION” and “‘THE SCIENCE 
OF LIFE” will show you how jou can increase the 
pleasures of life to a maximum—how to intensify 
them and how to make your life more profitable, 


z- 








pleasurable and joyous. 


life. 


satisfactory life. 


These essays will show you the way to the full life, 
the superior life, the more satisfactory life, the lively 
They will show you how to overcome the in- 
ferior life, the feeble life, the negative life, the un* 


“CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION” and ‘‘THE SCIENCE 
OF LIFE”? will show you how to increase your pleus- 
ures and happiness to a maximum, and how to reduce 
your troubles of every character, mental, physical, 
physiological and conceptual, 


Address ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 2136 Berkeley Bldg., New York City 


They explain 
They 


lution. 


““THE SCIENCE 


and 


and address. 


to a minimum. an inferior life! 


Why Deny Yourse!f 
Super Pleasures, 
Super Joys and 
Real Happiness? 


“CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION” 


which Swoboda has written and 
copyrighted, will be sent to you free 
of charge and free of all obligation to 
Swoboda, if you will write for them. 


Just write your name and address on 
this page, tear it out and mail it to 
Swoboda, or draw a ring about your 
name on your letterhead, or merely 
send a postal giving your name 


You cannot afford to live 


*“CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION”? will show you how to in- 
tensify, prolong, increase and magnify your pleasures. 
*“CONSCIOUS EVOLUTION” and ‘‘THE SCIENCE OF 
LIFE”? will show you that you have not as yet experienced 
the real and highest pleasures of life, and will show you 
how to attain the super pleasures of life. 


Life will mean much more to 


vou when you intensify your 
pleasures through Conscious Evo- 
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